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	1. Chapter 1

**(This story contains HTTYD2 spoilers so be careful!) Hi people! So I know I promised a series of one shots, but as I was writing them I realized that they really, really sucked. The ideas sounded good in my head but were awful on paper. So I decided to bail on that idea and just write another story. It took a while for me to come up with the idea for this but I did! I hope you enjoy this story and keep on reading! You guys are the best! :D (Also, authors note. I know that things with the Outcasts are different in the tv show, but I'm not really basing this story off the show so let's just disregard that shall we?)  
><strong>  
>Chapter 1:<p>

Chief of Berk, Hiccup Horrendous Haddock the Third, sat amidst the sea of injured Vikings in The Great Hall. Some of these Vikings lied on makeshift cots, some sat on the ground, and some healthy Vikings tended to the extremely injured. Hiccup sat on the ground and wrapped his palm in a strip of gauze, careful not to irritate the deep gash that was on it. Gingerly, he wrapped layer upon layer until he was sure cut was safe and that the bleeding would stop. He was left with a right hand covered in fabric and stinging with pain. However, his small hand injury was nothing compared to some of the other Viking's in his village. Hiccup took a look around at them and cringed. Men, buff men, were laying and weak, completely at the mercy of pain. Men, who just a moment before, were charging into a battle with the intent to win. Men, men who knew well, looked unrecognizable with the plethora of injuries gracing their bodies.

Hiccup got up from his seat and walked around them, taking it all in. These were his people, the people his father had left for him. Seeing them hurt was like seeing his own child hurt. He felt it was his duty to protect these people, and here they were wallowing in pain. In the course of his walk, one patient in particular caught his eye. It was Dagmar Larson, the youngest child in the Larson family. She was only eight years old but very, very small for her age. She was lying in a cot all alone and looked a sickly pale color. She had obviously been crying and who knows if anyone had even bothered to check up on her. Hiccup made a B-line for this young lady, ready to offer his help. He was chief after all and he needed to protect his own.

"Hey there, sweetie. You alright?" He asked, sitting on the side of the cot. She looked at him and her eyes lit up. Hiccup must have been the first person to inquire about her health since she got there.

"I'm okay." She coughed.

"What are you doing here? Don't tell me you were battling?"

"I...Was. I'm sorry. My brother was doing it and so were my friends. And...They don't accept me because I'm small. I just wanted to show them I could do it." Her raspy voice and held back tears broke Hiccup's heart.

"Aww, honey," He began to stroke her head with his left hand. "I know what that feels like all too well. I was like you. I was small for my age too. Small and weak. Everyone made fun of me and laughed at me. All the time, I got myself into trouble trying to be like them. But do you know what happened? I stopped trying to be like them and did my own thing. Look where I am now. I'm chief! If I'd continued to try to be like everyone else, we wouldn't be riding dragons at all. We'd still be killing them. You weren't old enough to remember it but we did. If it weren't for me, none of Berk would be like it is now, and my lovely wife, Astrid, would sill be laughing at me instead of married to me. You see, Dagmar, when you try to follow along with everyone else, it only makes things worse and you end up getting hurt. You're way too young to be in this situation. Do you parents know you're here?"

"No." She inaudibility whispered as she let a tear drop from her eye. More and more started to follow.

"Shhh, don't cry! It'll be okay. I'll go find them and tell them you're here. Be strong. And remember, don't go running off into battle to impress you're friends. Want to impress them? Tell him Chief Hiccup officially dubbed you Berk's coolest person ever. You will henceforth be known as Dagmar The Coolest." Hiccup pecked her head and gave her a slight hug. He slowly walked away, looking at his injured hand and sighing. He got away with only a scrape, but most of his people were seriously injured, even a young, innocent child.

As Hiccup was walking, he ran into his Mother, Valka. She had her arms crossed and was smiling at him.

"What's up with the grin?" He asked her.

"Nothing much really. Just what you said to Dagmar. You'll make a great father someday." She replied, laughing.

"Whoa, no! Not you too. Look, dad already pressured me enough with the baby talk when he was alive. You may have filled his space but not his shoes. I don't want to hear it from you too."

"No, believe me I understand. My father used to tell me the same thing," She proceeded to mimic her father the way Hiccup used to. "Valka, you got to think about settling down and popping out a few kids soon! I don't want my bloodline to end with you!" She and Hiccup both chucked at her little display. It was crazy how much Hiccup took after Valka. They were partially the same person. He took little after his father, but Hiccup was a great chief. He got that from being around Stoick for twenty years.

"I just have so much to deal with. Adding the child pressure on top of it doesn't help. My first priority is figuring out what in Thor's name is happening with The Outcasts. I mean, they attacked us for no reason! At least no reason I can think of. This is considered an act of war! I can declare it if I want to, but I won't. Not after I saw what they could do. We're not prepared for a war. Neither are The Outcasts. Oden knows why they attacked. I've known Alvin for years and this isn't in his bag of tricks. Unless the fight is a front and we'll have another Whispering Death incident. But Alvin never repeats a tactic twice. Regardless of why they attacked, I need to make sure it doesn't happen again. I led my men into battle blind and look at the outcome. I'm just glad no one died. Yet."

"Hiccup, you can't seriously be blaming yourself for this? It wasn't your fault, it was a surprise attack."

"I know, I know. But... seeing my people like this. I feel guilty for only getting a scratch while some of them suffer and whiter away. Dagmar Larson over there, eight yeas old, is injured. She's a child, she's not supposed to be here! All Alvin did was cut my hand with his sword, but he and his army did far worse to everyone else. I can't help but feel it was my fault."

"What else were you going to do, sit there and let them attack? We drove them away. We won. It's over. We're okay."

"I guess. We'll have to start assigning people places to guard on Berk. The healthy ones who didn't get hurt. I'll assign people a time and a place and we'll be sure nothing like this happens again. I'll ask Gobber to increase weapon production too. As much as I hate weapons it needs to be done." Valka silently agreed by nodding her head. She was Stoick's wife and Hiccup's mother, but she always left all the chiefing to them. It just wasn't her place.

Hiccup and his mother parted ways shortly after they met up. She went on to take care of other injured people. It was her natural motherly instinct to do so. For twenty years, she lived amongst dragons all by herself. She's been a member of the village for two years now and she's making up for lost times. The people accepted her back like she never left and really enjoyed her presence. The villagers also enjoyed the presence of new two-year veteran Eret. He originally came from an island of dragon trappers, but his mind was changed and, having nowhere else to go, joined the Berk community. He was given the task of taking care of Stoick's dragon, Skullcrusher. The two bonded quickly, like they were made for each other.

Eret made his way through the crowd of Viking's to talk to Hiccup. Being new, he didn't really understand who The Outcasts were or why they attacked. He did fight in the battle, however, breaking his right wrist.

"Haddock!" He shouted, running up to the boy just as he finished helping wrap up somebody's wound.

"Eret Son of Eret, how can I help you?" He replied.

"What was that all about, huh? Those guys. Why the Hell did they attack us and why aren't we declaring war!"

"Those guys are The Outcasts. They've been our bitter enemies for years. They're people we outcasted from Berk and sent to their own island. They've held a grudge ever since. Their Chief, Alvin the Treacherous, is especially stubborn. He's always threating war with us, even though he knows he's unprepared. He wants to steal The Book Of Dragons to learn how to train them, raise an army, and conquer the world. Unfortunately, we cannot declare war. If you haven't noticed, we're the definition of unprepared. Look at all these injured men and women, and look at all these broken swords. Going into war now would be a suicide mission. Yes, we have dragons, but we can't win a battle with them alone. The Outcasts have ways of destroying dragons. We need weapons and shields and good, strong men. We just don't have those now. All our weapons and shields are broken and our men our all lying on the floor wounded. As much as I want to declare war, I can't. And the cost of it, mental and physical, would just be too much." Hiccup held up his injured hand and gestured to Eret's wrist. He nodded in understanding. Eret was very outspoken about his opinion, but he did know when to and not to hold his tongue. This was a moment when he should. He understood that Hiccup, being a young chief, was under a lot of stress. He didn't want to push his luck and end up a member of The Outcast Tribe.

Eret, not having much else to say, bid Hiccup adieu and went on his way. Hiccup went back to tending the wounded. He went around to almost everyone and made sure they were okay. The battle took place in the early hours of the morning and ended fairly quickly. All the injured were taken and placed in a makeshift hospital in The Great Hall by sunrise. It was still early in the day, but Hiccup felt like he's been in there forever. Tending became tedious and Hiccup became dizzy. So many sick and injured people surrounded him and he couldn't bear it. He felt like passing out at any second. Luckily, a voice behind him snapped him back into reality. It was the voice of his lovely wife, Astrid. They were married for a year, today marking their first anniversary, but that was the last thing on their minds.

"Hiccup, there you are! I was worried sick! What happened to your hand?" She asked, worried.

"I got into a sword battle with Alvin. He kind of slashed my hand. But it's just a cut, I'm okay. Nothing compared to what some of the other people got. Eret broke his wrist, the twins have pretty bad concussions, although I think that was from victory head banging too much, Snotlout's cut up pretty bad, Fishleg's is fine but Meatlug is a little shaken up, and eight year old Dagmar Larson is over there with Oden knows what- Gods! I still have to tell her parents she's here!"

"Hiccup, calm down. I don't like it when you get like this. You've been in here too long, c'mon let's go. After all, today is supposed to be a special day!"

"I know, sweetheart, I know. But... I have to care for these people. I'm chief, and a chief protects his own. As much as I'd like to go get some air with you, I just can't."

"Hiccup, please. I love you and care about you! I can see when you need to take a break and you do. You look sick, please. Come get some air with me."

"I feel awful. I think I might have caught your stomach bug. Thank you."

"We're married. I get sick, you get sick. C'mon." She proceeded to grab his arm and pull him outside The Great Hall. Even if he didn't like, she was going to do it to help him. She loved and cared about him too much not too.

Once outside, Hiccup was met with his best friend in the world, Toothless the Night Fury. When Hiccup went into The Great Hall what seemed like hours ago, he told Toothless to wait for him outside. He thought we would just wrap his wound and be done, but he got caught up with caring for everyone else. Toothless, being as obedient as he was, waited. When his master showed up, he proceeded to lick him profusely.

"Hey, bud! Sorry I was a bit longer when I expected. I'm happy to see you too!" Hiccup pushed Toothless away in the most affectionate way possible. He cracked a smile and turned to Astrid, half covered with dragon saliva.

"It's okay, it's an acquired taste." She said, smirking and kissing Hiccup, playfully wiping the saliva off of her after. Toothless laughed at the two like he always did. They were like one big, happy family. Husband, wife, dragon, and mother. It was perfect.

"So, Mr. Haddock. Let's get your mind off chiefing a little bit, okay." She said, grabbing his waist and pulling him in.

"That's going to be hard to do."

"I'm up for a challenge." She smirked again and kissed him. Whatever she was doing, it was working. Hiccup's mind wondered from caring for his people to loving his wife. He kissed her back and smiled too, being happy in her presence. He was truly in love with this woman. Something about her just made him light up and feel happy. He'd always had a little crush on her, but as they got older, he began to love her more. Astrid didn't really have a crush on him, but one day it just all clicked for her. She loved him and she knew it. Not even death could tear their relationship apart.

"So," Astrid began. "Anniversary. What are we going to do?"

"Astrid, I... I don't know if we can do anything," Hiccup sighed, pulling away. "I have people to look after, questions to answer. I need to have a meeting and explain to everyone what happened, I need to find housing for the inured, I need to go talk with Alvin and see why he did this, I need to do so many things, Astrid. I just... I want to stop. I can't do this chief thing anymore. I was just thrown into it, I can't. I'm far too young for this, Astrid. I... it's physically taking a toll on me. In just the past two years, I've been getting sick more often. Like right now. I feel like death. I'm dizzy and nauseous and weak and I'm shaking. It's too much to deal with. My dad... He knew what he was doing. He... He had time to know. When he was my age, Hell he wasn't even married! I'm twenty-two and chief of a village. I might be the chief my dad was, but I don't think I can keep it up much longer. Sometimes, I think Snotlout would make a better chief. He can handle it. I want to spend time with you, Astrid. I want to love you and live like a normal family. My mom's right. We should have a child by now. But we can't if I'm busy like this. I hate it, I really do. It's too much pressure and I... I feel like dying sometimes just so it can all be over." After his speech, he took a step back, almost falling but catching his balance. Astrid noticed this, grabbed his arm and led him down the stairs, Toothless following.

"You're really sick. I'm taking you home right now. Maybe it's blood loss or stress or something, but you're talking crazy. I know you, Hiccup. You're able to balance chiefing and living. You could before, why are you backing out now? You just need more rest and help. I'll help you, I'll be there for you when you need me. Just ask. There's no getting rid of me. We're together until death do us part." He smirked at his wife's advice. If it weren't for her, he wouldn't have made it as far as he did as chief. Truth be told, he was stressed from the start. He just faked it better back then. Now, it was all bottling up inside him and starting to seep out. It wasn't long before he would just explode and give up. But if Astrid stayed by his side and patched the wounds, he might just be able to keep on going.

The more they ascended down the stairs, the weaker Hiccup got. His muscles started to feel heavier and it got harder to move. Astrid had to work more to hold him up, but Hiccup just kept sinking. She just assumed it was the stairs throwing him off and he'd regulate himself when they hit the bottom. However, when they did, the opposite happened. Hiccup's muscles froze completely and he couldn't move. His ears began to pop and a cloud of white shrouded his eyes. His hearing started going along with his vision. The last thing he saw was a dragon rushing to save him and the last thing he heard was his wife calling his name.

"Hiccup!" And with a thud, he hit the ground.

**Well, that was something, haha. Thanks for reading my exposition blasts and ramblings. It'll get better as it goes on, but this was more of an "introduce you to the plot, conflicts, and a few characters" chapter. It'll get better and less expositiony as it goes on. Also, I will try to update consistently since updating isn't my forte. I think every Sunday I'll post a new chapter. I'll try to at least. Well, enjoy this story! :D**


	2. Chapter 2

**Hey people! Enjoy the next installment! :) (** I'm changing the formatting for chapter 1, so that's means I'll be taking it off and putting it back on, so if you got get notifications saying I posted chapter one, that's why. I didn't change any words or content, just formatting.**)  
><strong>

Chapter 2:

"Hiccup!" Astrid said, rushing over to her ailing husband. After passing out and hitting his head at The Great Hall, Astrid brought him back to their home and anxiously waited for him to awake. After only a few minutes of lying in his bed, his eyes began to slowly flutter open.

"As... Astrid." He managed to choke out. He was pretty dazed but fully aware of his surroundings. The more he blinked the stronger he got and soon it just felt as if he had woken up from a much-needed nap.

"Shh... take it easy, Hiccup. I was really worried about you."

"I'm okay, everything was just so overwhelming. I couldn't take it. It's been such a long day and it's hardly started yet." Astrid inched closer to his head and kissed it. She was really worried for the health and wellbeing of Hiccup. He worried for her constantly, especially when she was sick recently. Now, it was her turn to worry for him. Her natural motherly instincts took over and she jumped into caring mode. Even if he assured her he was okay, she still worried. He hardly ever got sick, but when he did, it was never pretty.

"I'm going to call for Halvard The Healer." She announced abruptly.

"No," Hiccup stated, taking her hand with a sudden bust of energy. "Don't. The minute you do that, the town is going to find out. They're like lions and gossip is their meat. Any little thing that happens, especially with us, they need to know. And they twist to truth too. Their opinions turn into facts and they eat it up. Behind this door, everything is safe. But once you open it, the whole world welcomes itself in. I'll be okay, Astrid. Really, I will. Trust me." Even though Astrid strongly disagreed, she silently nodded in agreement. She cared about Hiccup and wanted him to be okay, but she also respected his wishes and did as he said. He was her husband, but he was the chief as well. She obeyed his orders and hardly ever put up a fight. She used to be very outspoken and stubborn, but ever since she got married, she's become a little more conservative and respectful of other people's wishes. She'd only break with her newfound personality in extreme cases.

"You had a pretty bad fall back there," she said, breaking the awkward silence. "Toothless tried to catch you but wasn't fast enough," At the mention of his name, Toothless announced his presence and laid his head on his masters chest. Instinctively, Hiccup started to scratch him. "You... you were talking crazy back there too. I'd never imagine you saying stuff like that! Maybe you'd feel it, but never say it. Did you really mean what you said about not wanting to be chief? I'll help you, Hiccup. You need it. We're married now. Your burdens are mine too."

"Maybe I do need help. This is just getting to be too much. I meant every word I said back there. This is stressful. You know, sometimes I hate admitting it, but I wish things were back to the way there were seven years ago. You know, back when it was...," Hiccup proceeded to cover Toothless ears. "Dragon killing, not training. Maybe I was a runt and a weakling, but things were easier. Our only real problem was the dragons and we had them under control. Now that we've adapted to live with them, other nations, like The Outcasts, hate us and are against us. It wasn't like that seven years ago. The Outcasts didn't even bother us then. Life and being chief was easier back then and it'd be easier now. No nations on my case, no death threats because of dragons, no Vikings against dragon training petitions, nothing like that. Hell, if I had just killed him in the forest that day, I would have never lost my leg, Drago never would have killed all those other chiefs, and... My dad would still be alive..." Hiccup trailed off after that statement. Recently, his father had passed away while trying to save him. Hiccup always beat himself up for that and never got over it. He never got to say goodbye or to him to tell him how much he truly loved him.

"Hiccup," Astrid said in stunned disbelief. "I can't believe you'd say something like that right in front of Toothless! He is your best friend! And dragons have done more for us than any human could! You were the one that ushered in this new era and now you want to go back? You're insane! Yes, all of the above would be true if we'd just kept killing them. But if life weren't how it was now, we wouldn't be married. I'd still hate you. I would have got to kill the Monstrous Nightmare that day, not you. Eret wouldn't be here- you would have never found your mother! Stoick would still call you a disappointment and probably would have disowned you. But most importantly, you would never have had Toothless. And Hiccup without Toothless is like the world without life. It's still there but just not complete. So much good came out of what you did. You're insane to wish that it never happened."

"I... I didn't mean it like that, I'm not good with words. I'm saying it would have been easier and I'd be less stressed."

"You don't know that. It could have been much worse."

"I'm sorry, my heads all mixed up. I just, I say things I don't mean."

"You must have really hit your head harder than I thought. This isn't like you, Hiccup."

"You're right about what you said before. I think these things but I don't say them. I've been thinking it all along, I just faked it better back then. I guess insanity runs in the family, because my dad must have been insane if he let me be chief."

"Hiccup! You are a wonderful chief! People love you and look up to you! You do a damn fine job of taking care of Berk."

"That's the thing, Astrid. That's all I do! Because I have to. If I didn't, people like The Outcasts would have taken us over already. I... I want to be here, taking care of you. I want to start family with you and have a life with you. I want to be there for our children, but if I continue on this path, I don't think I will be. I guess I really do take after my mother." Hiccup signed and closed his eyes. The burden of being chief was a great one. It was incredibly stressful. How did his dad ever pull it off? He left Hiccup with so many unsolved problems that needed to be solved. Hiccup had no idea being chief would be this hard.

"You just need rest, honey. It's been a rough few hours for everyone. Here, I'll fetch you some water. Be back in a flash. Oh, and by the way, you should apologize to Toothless for what you said." She hastily left Hiccup's bedside and went to retrieve some water. Hiccup was left with a mixed up head and his best friend staring at him with a look of "you didn't really mean what you said about me, did you?" on his face.

"I'm sorry bud. You're my best friend! I'd never wish that you weren't here with me! I love you." With that reassurance, Toothless licked Hiccups face again and laughed as he tried to wipe it off. "Although I could live without the saliva." He joked, hugging his friend's head. Toothless has been Hiccup's best and first friend for seven years now. Countless times, he's saved his life and saved him from injury. The bond that these two had was incredible. They would always be there for each other no matter what and Hiccup hated himself for even considering wishing he had just killed him that day. He didn't mean it that way, but unfortunately, that's how it came out. So now, Hiccup made sure to really reassure his friend that he didn't mean it and that he loved him. Toothless, being an innocent creature easily forgave him and knew he didn't mean it. Just like Hiccup forgave him when he didn't really mean to kill his father.

Shortly after she had left, Astrid came back with a cup of water for Hiccup. Seeing the return of his wife and the water, Hiccup tried to sit up but struggled. Astrid noticed this and came to his aid, grabbing his arm and helping him sit up.

"Thanks, Astrid." He said, grabbing the water and coughing a little.

"No problem. Drink up now, you need it." Hiccup raised the glass to his lips and drank. The cold water felt good and refreshing on his parched throat. He drank the whole glass in under a minute, instantly feeling more refreshed than ever. A nice cold glass of water was what he really needed. Or was it? Suddenly, his throat felt moist and something sticky was caught in it. He cleared his throat to try to get it out but that made it worse. He gave it more oomph and coughed. One small cough let to another and another, each one gradually getting bigger and bigger until he was uncontrollably choking on something.

"Hiccup!" Astrid yelled, patting his back the way a mother would. He continued to cough and cough, leaching forward with each one. Whatever it was that was caught in his throat didn't want to come out. "Toothless, go run and get Valka for me. Hurry!" The dragon obeyed and stumbled out of the house, not sure what was going on but sensing the emergency. Hiccup continued to cough and choke until it started sounded watery, like he was coughing up something. He raised his hands to his mouth and continued to chough-choke, all the while having Astrid shush and comfort him. Then, suddenly, as quickly as it began, it all stopped. He no longer coughed, but gasped and caught his breath. Slowly, he lowered his hands from his month and instinctively looked at him. To his horror, his hands were dripping with the unmistakable, sticky red liquid that is blood. Another drop fell from his lips and he reached up to catch it. When he did, he found that his mouth was laden with more. Subconsciously, his lips smacked and he could taste the iron. His head started spinning again and his body started shaking. He didn't pass out but he zoned out, this time having no idea what he going on. All he could do was stare at his blood-soaked hands pure disbelief.

"What's wrong with me?" He choked out, legitimately scared for his life.

"Dear Gods."

It didn't take long for Valka to come home, but when she did, she was sent back out again to fetch Halvard. He arrived almost instantly when he heard what was wrong with the boy. Upon his arrival, he told the ladies and dragon to wait outside his room while he tried to figure out what was wrong with Hiccup. He spent a good amount of time in there before coming out to tell the ladies what was wrong with him. It seemed like an eternity before they heard his heavy footsteps on the old wooden floor.

"Well, Mrs. Haddock, and... Valka," He began. "There is something very wrong with him, but I don't know what. When I arrived, he was shaking and in a cold sweat. His heart was pounding a mile a minute and he was terrified. He even admitted that something wasn't right. He was completely conscious but he zoned out from time to time. He's stable right now. In fact, if you just walked in, you'd probably think nothing was wrong. But um..."

"You don't know what's wrong? Is he going to be okay, is it treatable?" Astrid wondered. Valka, who had been silently sitting in a chair the whole time, nodded in agreement.

"Well, to answer your questions in a word, No, no, and no. Now, before you say anything let me explain..." Halvard The Healer was Berk's resident doctor. Anytime anyone was sick or injured, they would go to him. He was good at his job and loved healing people. But, however, he had many patients in his care not survive, and delivering the news to their families was always a striking blow. He was a tough, burly man. He wasn't all that skinny but he wasn't like the other hulking Viking's of Berk. He was muscular and strong, but having to tell a family someone wasn't going to be okay always broke him and reduced him to the equivalent of a small child.

"I've only seen a case like this one other time. It was many years ago when I was still in training. The man training me was a healer on Outcast Island...when it comes to healing and saving lives... enemies don't exist. Anyway, a man came to us with an array of weird symptoms. Passing out, coughing blood, shaking, zoning out. We tried to figure out what was wrong with him for days. We went through all the books and all the records but we discovered nothing. Each day, this man got progressively worse. We tried every known remedy we could, but after four days... he... died," Halvard took in a deep breath and kneeled down the Astrid, who had sat down, and Valka's height. "Hiccup's case is almost exactly the same. I still have no idea what's wrong and there no known medicine to treat it. I'm sorry... Astrid, Valka, Toothless. It's best that we... let nature take it's course. Try to make him as comfortable as possible in these next few days and..."

"He's dying?" Astrid asked, stunned and in a state of utter disbelief.

"Yes, Mrs, Haddock. Your husband is dying."

**Thanks for reading! And just a heads up, I may not be able to post a new chapter next Sunday because I'm going to be gone all day. I'm seeing two shows, preforming in one, and most likely going out to a late dinner with my cast after. We have intense rehearsal all this week and shows this Friday, Saturday, and Sunday. I'll try to write during the week and maybe post the chapter on Monday or Saturday if I have the time too. Sorry about that! But thanks for all the reviews/favs/follows so far! You guys rock!**


	3. Chapter 3

**Hey guys! Sorry for being wicked late but I really caught up with the shows and summer schoolwork that I've been procrastinating on. I figured I'd wait until this Sunday so my whole posting schedule wouldn't be messed up. Sorry about this little blip! It shouldn't happen again I believe. Anyway, enjoy! :D**

Chapter 3:

Ruffnut sat in the empty arena silently braiding her hair. She was alone except for the company of her dragon, Barf&Belch. Barf was her half and Belch was her twin brother, Tuffnut's, half. Ruff hardly ever got to spend quality time with just Barf, but when she did, it was time well spent. At first glance, Ruff would look like just any regular tomboy, which she was. But if you really got to know her, you'd know that she was sensitive and caring on the inside. When she was passionate about something, she didn't let anyone stop her. One time, she cut off most of her hair just to save a Scauldron that she'd befriended.

Ruffnut wasn't a girly girl but she did have her moments of feminism. She braided her hair, cared about her outfits, wanted only the best quality war makeup. She just didn't want anyone to know of her soft side, so she usually did these things in private. She knew she'd face eternal humiliation if she were ever caught doing anything slightly girly.

It was late in the morning and Astrid had called for a meeting of all the dragon riders. She didn't mention what it would be about, but it sounded urgent. They were to meet in the arena at precisely noon. Ruffnut, having nothing really better to do, decided to get there early so she could braid her hair and spend time with Barf. She had been there alone for over an hour. She really enjoyed the silence, though. She needed a break from being cased after by Fishlegs and Snotlout. She viewed them more as brothers, so having them romantically pursue her disgusted her.

One man didn't disgust Ruffnut though. It was Eret, Son of Eret. When they first met two years ago, Ruffnut had a huge crush on him. Now, her crush has died down, but she still enjoyed his company and started to view him as a brother as well. A very attractive brother that is.

Ruffnut's mind wondered to thinking about Eret, and almost as if on queue, he showed up.

"Ruff! What are you doing here? Astrid's meeting doesn't start until another half hour or so." She quickly hid the fact that she was braiding her hair by running her fingers though it. That was something most girls with long hair always subconsciously did.

"Eret! I'm surprised to see you, and Skullcrusher, here! I was just... Collecting my thoughts. Being a twin is hard and sometimes you just need some alone time."

"Ah, I see. Well, Skullcrusher and I were going to do a little bit of training before Astrid's meeting starts. Gods, I wonder what that spunky blonde has planed this time. Probably some sort of Outcast attack. I wonder why Hiccup didn't call for the meeting?"

"Oh, Eret," Ruffnut stood up and started the walk around the open space. "You don't know, do you? This has nothing to do with The Outcasts. It's Hiccup and Astrid's first wedding anniversary today. I just know she's gonna wanna put together something for him."

"Really? They've been married a year already? Seems like just yesterday they were voluntarily kidnapping themselves on my ship. I always knew those two would end up together." Both Eret and Ruff laughed at this. Two years ago, the dragon riders and Eret weren't really on good terms. But once Eret's mind was changed, he joined the riders and became friends with them. He even got to take care of his own dragon, Skullcrusher. He was once Stoick's dragon, but since he passed away, he needed a new caretaker. Eret and Skullcrusher had a special bond so it only seemed fit for him to be his new master. In two years, the two have grown inseparable. Eret would forever and always be glad he made the switch from trapper to rider. He never knew dragons could be so amazing until Hiccup opened his eyes.

"Yea. But that was two years ago. A lot can change in two years. Like feelings." Ruffnut joked, referring to her last crush on Eret.

"Ha-ha, yes those too. You had a raging crush on me back then! Not so much now, huh?"

"Nah. I was stupid back then. But now I know what I want in life and that's not to fall in love or be married, ever. It's so gross. I thought it was the best thing ever but really it's just annoying and not worth my time."

"I understand. There's so much to do in life! Why waste it being tied down? I respect Hiccup and Astrid's choice but that's one I'll never make. There's too much to do and see! I can't be worrying about a wife or kids, I've got my own life to live!"

"I'm glad you feel the same way as me! I thought I was the only one!"

"You're not alone, Ruff. Marriage isn't for everyone I guess. It's for people like Hiccup and Astrid who want to devote their lives to someone else's. It's not for people like us! We're free spirits who need to roam," At the climax of his speech, he mounted Skullcrusher and stood upright on his saddle. He pretended like he was giving a speech and used Skullcrusher as his pedestal. "We need to get out there and see the world because the world is never going to come see us! We must live like it's our last day on this Earth! We must make the best of today because we don't knew if we're going to have tomorrow. We have to be on the go all the time, chasing dreams and making new ones. We have to live like we're dying! Live like we're dying! We have to..." His impromptu speech was interrupted by the arrival of the others riders, Tuffnut, Fishlegs, and Snotlout. They all looked at Eret like he had three heads as he sheepishly climbed down. Ruffnut's face turned a light red as she stifled a laugh.

"What the Hell were you doing, Eret?" Asked Tuffnut, confused.

"Just little tomfoolery. Sorry. Is the meeting starting now? If I'm not mistaken it was supposed to be in about..."

"Circumstances changed it," Astrid replied from behind the crowd. Everyone had been so concerned with Eret's heroic display that they didn't notice the figure in the back. Astrid slowly walked toward the crowd as they separated themselves so she could pass through. "Like you so gracefully put, there isn't a ton of time in the world so we have to get things done now." Astrid looked like the human personification of death. Her eyes were bloodshot and puffy, obviously due to tears. Her clothes were still torn from the morning's battle and she had bloodstains on them. Her photogenic blonde hair was messy and wild. Her normally perfect, battle-ready posture was anything but. She slumped over and dragged her feet, not even bothering to pick them up half the time. She was the polar opposite of the Astrid she was that morning. The riders took note of that and reflected her mood. They could obviously tell something was wrong and they were mature enough to know not to make jokes or fool around.

"I'm, sorry. I should have..." Eret started to say.

"It's okay. I don't care. Now, I bet you're all wondering why I called his meeting today. No, it's not about The Outcasts, or the anniversary, or the battle, or anything. It's about Hiccup. I... I thought since you were all his friends, you'd like to know before I tell the town. He... He's sick. Really sick. Halvard doesn't know what he has but he has something. However, Halvard does know that he has only a few more days left." A long silence filled the arena as everyone's heart broke into a million pieces. Astrid instinctively let tears fall from her eyes again and she didn't try to stop them.

"So, he's... Dying?" Tuffnut asked, breaking the silence. He used to joke about people dying all the time and how "cool" it would be, but he never thought it would actually happen. He was in an utter state of shock.

"Yes." Astrid practically whispered. The reality of the situation sunk in again for the second time today and she cried. She raised her hand to her month and let out sobs. She was normally a strong woman who would only cry in private. Even then, she'd try her hardest not to. But now, her whole entire life and world was crashing down around her. She didn't care if anyone saw her cry. She just couldn't help herself.

Everyone stood there absolutely bewildered. It couldn't possibly be true! But Astrid was sobbing so it had to be. Fishlegs, as caring as he was, ran right over to Astrid when she collapsed on the ground. He tried his hardest to comfort her but it his efforts were obviously in vain.

Snotlout let a few tears sneak out of his eyes. His cousin, his blood relative, was dying. His uncle had already died and now his cousin? The world was cruel. Sure, this means that he would become chief now, but he didn't want it. Not like this.

The twins stood there in disbelief. Ruffnut, who just mere seconds ago was enjoying herself, was crushed. Hiccup was her friend and so was Astrid. Seeing them in a state like this broke her heart. Tuffnut felt the same. He was deviated. He'd joked so many times but never actually meant it. Now that it's come true, he just felt awful inside.

Eret felt just plain awful as well. Astrid had heard every word he said in his rousing anthem and he felt terrible for saying it. He didn't know and if he could take it back he would. Tears welled up in his eyes as well as he thought about how Berk was losing another chief. Eret didn't know Stoick very well, but he did respect him and even attended his funeral. The very thought of attending Hiccup's funeral, and Hiccup was a man he knew well, made his stomach drop all over again. This just couldn't be happening. But unfortunately, it was.

Every single person in the room felt like they were in a terrible nightmare. Hiccup dying seemed way to farfetched to be true. They tried to pinch themselves but they weren't dreaming. Their friend, mentor, and chief was going to die. He was far too young and didn't deserve this. It all just happened so fast that no one knew how to really react accordingly. They were all so shocked.

"Valka knows. She and Toothless are with him now. I'm making the official announcement a little later on today," Astrid said, wiping her tears and getting up off the ground. "We... Don't know what he has. It's nothing I've ever seen before. One minute, he's okay, but the next, he's screaming in pain. The episodes just come and go, and apparently only get worse and worse according to Halvard. He's seen this case only one other time before and it was when he was in training. He's giving Hiccup just a few more days left to live. I'm sorry to bring down everyone's day, but I thought you'd like to know." With that, Astrid turned her back to the group of riders and trudged out of the arena.

"I can't believe it." Fishlegs said.

"I can't either. I don't believe it! He can't be dying! Not another chief!" Snotlout exclaimed.

"And there's nothing we can do." Added Tuffnut.

"I can't imagine what that poor girl is going though right now. How can she even bear it?" Ruffnut wondered. After some more deliberation, most of the riders decided to go on their separate ways. They went back to their homes to silently grieve and let the fact sink in. However, Eret and Ruffnut lingered behind.

"This is just plain awful. There must be something we can do! Not only is he chief, he's our friend! He can't just leave behind a wife, a mother, and a dragon like that!" Eret thought aloud.

"What can we do? Halvard said there was nothing so..."

"Wait, he didn't mention the spar did he?"

"The what?"

"Iceland Spar! The gemstone that... oh.. Oh! Never mind, it's nothing. I gotta go. Bye!"

"Wait, come back! Eret!" Eret proceeded to mount Skullcrusher and hightailed it out of the arena before Ruffnut caught up to him. She was left alone once again, but this time, she was left wondering what Iceland Spar was and why the Hell Eret was being so secretive about it. Ruffnut vowed that before the day was done, she would find both of the things out. She needed to know not out of curiosity but out necessity. If this was something that would save her friend's life she needed to know.

**Again, I'm super sorry for the delay! I just got really caught up with things and desperately needed to rest. Everything should be back to normal next Sunday though! You guys are the best! :D**


	4. Chapter 4

**I'm backkkkkk! Super super super duper sorry about my unusually long hiatus! Everything and the kitchen sink was piled on me at once but it's all good now, hopefully. I haven't had time to even breathe let alone write! I had half this chapter written for a while and then kinda forgot about it tbh. But I finished it! Also, apologies in advance if the chapter seems oddly written. I kind of lost touch with the story and have had so many ideas in my head about it that I didn't get a chance to write down so I've been pretty confused. I'm getting back into the swing of it though! I don't think this story will be as deep or 3-demential as my last, so sorry about that too. I'm trying my hardest to write good quality stuff that also keeps you guys entertained. Enjoy this chapter and I'll try to get back on a regular schedule! However I will let you know ahead of time if I ever take a break again.**

It had already turned into the evening on the Island of Berk. The high from the mornings battle had worn off and the terrible hangover period began. That, mixed in with the news of Hiccup's condition, made the aura of the town bitter and cold. People who were once cheering and jumping for joy with not a care in the world were now carrying it on their shoulders. People walked about the town at glacial paces with that terrible weight. However, no one in the town came close to bearing the weight that Astrid did. She was like a female Atlas trying to hold her crumbling world only to have keep falling to pieces. Now, the pieces were all she was carrying.

Astrid had just finished telling the town the news. Some of the townsfolk handled it better than others but overall, everyone was deeply saddened. Yet another chief was dying way before his time. People thought of what they could do and brainstormed ideas to help ease the pain. But nothing would unless it was a way to stop his dying. No one thought of that save for one person. Ruffnut had been researching all morning on a way to save Hiccup. Eret had mentioned a crystal known as Iceland Spar earlier in the academy. She thought it may have something to do with healing but all Ruffnut was getting on the gem was that it was used for navigation on many ships. However, she was going to search and search right up to Hiccup's last breath. She was determined to find the answer even if it killed her as well.

In the crisp evening air, Astrid made her way up the steps of her house. She expected to find it quiet and dark upon her entrance, however when she walked in, she beheld a sight she'd never thought she'd see. Hiccup was up and cooking! He sat by an open fire roasting a fish on a stick. Next to him was a table with various herbs and spices along with a plate and some silverware. A basket of freshly caught fish sat beside him. As did a very hungry Night Fury who's eyes were filled with desire. Hiccup's concentration was on the meal so he was very startled when he heard Astrid's voice.

"Hiccup?" She asked, confused. Caught off guard, he turned around and almost lost his grip on his dinner.

"Don't scare me like that I'm fragile." He replied.

"I'm sorry! I just... I didn't expect to see you up and... Cooking?"

"Well, I don't want to die of starvation first."

"That's not funny, Hiccup."

"I know, I'm sorry. I was feeling okay though, and pretty famished, so I thought I should make dinner. You were out and my mom had gone back to tending the injured from the battle, and Toothless isn't exactly the worlds best chef. Plasma blast smoked fish isn't really my favorite. No offense bud." Toothless rolled his eyes at Hiccup, taking fake offense to the remark.

"You should be resting. I'll make you some dinner."

"Just because I am sick doesn't mean I should act like it! I'm fine. The waves come and go, and until it comes again I'm going to keep making my fish."

"And where did the fish come from, Hiccup?"

"Toothless, show her." Gloomily, Toothless whipped his tail toward her and showed her. There was a new prosthetic where his old one was. This one looked brand new and way more complex. Toothless showed it off some more by moving it around. Aside from its brown color, it looked like and moved like part of his tail.

"It's new. I just put it on today. I whipped it up a few Snoggletog's ago. He didn't want it then, but I knew it would come in handy one day so I found it and kept it. It's so he can fly without me riding him. He's gonna need it now that...," Hiccup paused for a bit not wanting to say what he was going to say. Astrid understood though, so there was no need to say it. "Toothless went out and caught the fish." A long moment of saddened silence befell the room. Everyone knew he was dying but saying it out loud made it seem all the more real. If they just kept their silence, maybe everyone would forget and it would go away? Hiccup tried to restore a sense of normality all throughout that day but unfortunately his now shortened life would never be the same. His impending soon always lingered in this back of his mind.

After a few seconds that seemed like hours, Toothless jumped up to the couch Hiccup was sitting on and curled up next to him. He no longer desired fish. All he desired was for Hiccup to stay with him forever. No one knew how Toothless was going to deal with his death. No one loved or needed Hiccup more than Toothless. Hiccup didn't let him die that day in the forest like he so easily could have and here he was returning the favor by letting him die. Countless times Toothless has saved Hiccup's life but now he couldn't. It wasn't his fault but he couldn't help feeling guilty. Hiccup and Toothless are supposed to be equals. They are the same age. Toothless lost part of his tail, Hiccup lost part of his leg. Toothless became Alpha Male, Hiccup became chief. Now that Hiccup was dying, no one wanted this pattern to continue. But everyone was afraid it would. If Toothless didn't physical die, he would die mentally for sure. Every morning, he'd continue to pounce on the roof, but sadly, Hiccup would never wake up to ride him.

"So I told the town," Astrid said, breaking the silence. "And the guys. Some took it better than others, but they're all really upset. Even Snotlout."

"As well they should be. It's an upsetting time. I'm surprised you're handling it well."

"Handling it well? Hiccup you don't know the half of it. Death effects more than the dying."

"Astrid, you just found out today that your husband is dying and you're still standing here. Most people would have left by now because they couldn't take the pain. You have a strong heart, Astrid. You're the strongest person I know and not just because you could take me in a fight. You're still here and you will always be here. I know it's hard to be with someone who's dying, but you're here. You are strong."

"Hiccup, I love you! I would never leave you. I vowed I'd always be with you until death do..." Sadness caught in her throat and she couldn't form the words without bursting into tears. Hiccup knew what she meant though. He abandoned his cooking and got up to embrace Astrid. He hugged her and held her close, never wanting to let go. But he had to to say what he said next.

"About that... You did vow to be with me until... then. And then will be soon so... How did I say this? Once I'm gone, I give you full permission to remarry. Promise me..."

"What? No! Hiccup!"

"Shh, let me explain. I'm not gonna be here forever. You deserve someone who is going to be. You want children and a family and love and I can't give you that. But someone else can. Find him and never let him go. I'll be okay! Don't feel guilty about it, I give you permission."

"But I can't love someone else the way I love you."

"Oh, come on now! The world is... Round, I don't care what anyone else thinks. But it's also large. There's bound to be someone out there that you love. You can't possibly love me and only me. You love your parents, you love Stormfly, you love me, and you also love another man. You jut need to find him. Start a life with him and be happy. I don't want to spend my last few days arguing with you. Promise me, Astrid?"

"I... I... I'll try..."

"But, I mean don't force yourself! If you truly don't find someone, that's fine. But if you do, go get him."

"I love you, Hiccup."

"I know." Hiccup held Astrid's hands and looked into her eyes. They stood the exact same way one year ago when they got married. With all the confusion of that day, Hiccup had forgotten all about it until right then and there.  
>"Happy anniversary." He said softly. He leaned in and kissed Astrid. Tears snuck out of her eyes as she kissed back. A year ago they were ready to start a life together. Now, that precious life was being torn apart.<p>

In the heat of the moment, Hiccup had forgotten about the fish and his dinner. He was snapped out of the kiss and into reality by the sound of a dragon eating. He turned around to find Toothless's head buried deep in the bucket of fish. Toothless sensed the eyes staring at him and he stopped eating to stare back. He gave Hiccup a gummy smile and chucked. Hiccup did the same as he grabbed Astrid's hand.

"C'mon, I guess it's time for dinner." He lead her over to the couch and sat her down. He grabbed two plates and silverware. He handed a set to Astrid and placed a set where he was sitting. Next, he took the well-cooked fish off the stick and began cutting it into small pieces. When he finished, he placed some fish on Astrid's plate and put the rest on his. Toothless continued to eat out of the bucket and made it a point to eat as loudly as possible.

"Looks good, Hiccup!" Astrid said, picking up a chunk with her fork.

"I had a lot of time on my hands. First time in a while."

"At least the good thing is when you're feeling alright, you can relax."

"Yea. But according to Halvard it won't last long. Be careful what you wish for. Being chief is stressful but I don't want it to end this way! Gods..."

"Let's not talk about that now, Hiccup. Let's just enjoy the food." With that, they both proceeded to dine on their delicious fish. They made simultaneous "yum" noises as they took their first bite. They both laughed at their synchronization at the same time as well. Hiccup and Astrid were two peas in a pod.

Many minutes passed and dinner was finished. Astrid took care of the plates and silverware while Hiccup remained by the fire. He stared into it very intently not able to take his eyes off the dancing flames. The fire moved seamlessly and seemed to invite him in. It's orange and yellow flames teased Hiccup and beckoned him in. It looked so warm, so inviting. He felt it's heat radiate warmth and desire and death. It was a beautiful but deadly sight. Something so necessary and so beautiful was also so deadly and could kill. Just one quick move and he would be engulfed by the flames. Yet, Hiccup still stared and stared unable to break his gaze. Soon, he began to zone out and became absorbed into the world of fire. He was so lost in it's radiant flame that he could start to feel it's deadly burn. His head and his heart pounded as the burn became deadlier and deadlier. It started in his hand and traveled fast. But Hiccup still stared deeper and wasn't able to shake the gaze. His mind spun around and his heart began to pump faster. The fire started to wrap around him and take him and embrace him and he couldn't shake it off. His eyes remained wide and his body remained still. He heard someone yelling his name but he couldn't tell who. All he saw was the tango of the orange flames and all he heard was his heart pounding in his ears. He felt the burn and even tasted the smoke. The flames wrapped themselves around him and ensnared him until he no longer saw them. It all happened so fast. Now, all he saw was a dark, black void and all he heard was the sound of empty air.

"Mom..?" A groggy Hiccup asked as he began to open his eyes. His throat was as dry as a desert and his body burned in a thousand places. He was sure he was dead.

"Yes, son. I'm here." Valka replied, laying a hand on her sons forehead. She let it linger there for a little longer than she should have then promptly took it off.

"Am I dead yet?"

"Gods, no! If you were dead you'd be seeing your father here, not me."

"Mom.. I..."

"Shhh, sweetheart, don't push yourself. Relax. You should go back to sleep, you need rest. Do you need water or anything I can get it..." Hiccup struggled to speak again, knowing what he wanted to say but not being able to say it. It pained Valka to watch her son endure this. Hiccup wasn't the only one who was hurting and in pain. Valka hurt and much like her son, she had to endure it. But enduring it is what she had to do. People said that there was nothing they could do but they were wrong. There was one thing. Valka, Astrid, and the rest of the town could be there for Hiccup and comfort him, making his last few days meaningful. They could give him something, or someone, to live for. It was painful to watch his struggle, but it's what she had to do. She was a mother, it was an occupational hazard.

It had been an hour or two since Hiccup's fire episode. Luckily Valka had come home from tending the wounded just in time to help Astrid tend one more. She sat by his bedside for some time while Astrid slept on the couch. She looked at him, her son, and counted every breath he took, knowing that one day soon that number would reach an end. In his peaceful, painful sleep Valka counted over a thousand breaths and didn't take a single one for granted. She'd missed so many in his 20 some years of living. She vowed to herself that she was not going to miss anymore. She'd keep counting right up until the last breath he ever took.

Slowly, Hiccup pulled himself up to a sitting position on his bed and ran his hands through his messy hair.

"How long has it been?" He asked.

"About an hour or two since dinner." He made a small groan noise and let his head sink down.

"I don't feel good."

"I know honey, none of us do."

"I'm.. Sorry I'm such a pain..."

"Hiccup! You're not a pain at all!"

"People are worrying about me, mom. Astrid's upset, you're upset, the towns upset. Everyone's worried about me and I bring them down. All I ever do is screw life up for everyone else. Even when my life is ending."

"Hiccup please... Don't talk like that. It's a natural human response to feel sad in a situation like this. It's not your fault."

"But I'm dying. It is my fault."

"Please..."

"Mom..." He looked up at her with seriousness and tears swelling in his eyes.

"Son?" She inched closer, taking his cheek in her hand and looking at him.

"Mom... I...I... I don't wanna die. I don't want die, mom. I don't wanna die." He kept repeating this as Valka held him close to her broken heart. Both mother and son shed tears.

"I don't want you to die either, Hiccup. I only just met you." He sobbed more as Valka made her way to sit on the side of his bed. She held him close and rocked him the way a mother would cradle her newborn child. She ran her hand up and down his hair and broke her promise to herself by losing count of his now rapid, sob-induced breaths. She rocked and cradled him and began to softly sing a song. She sang this song to him when we he was just a newborn babe and she hasn't sung it since. Still, all the words were fresh in her mind as if she'd sung it yesterday.

_Don't worry baby boy_  
><em>The world is not so big<em>  
><em>You've let to learn and yet to grow<em>  
><em>But for now, I shall sing<em>

_Baby boy_  
><em>Baby blue<em>  
><em>Baby sleep<em>  
><em>The whole night through<em>

_Baby boy_  
><em>Baby stay<em>  
><em>Baby mine<em>  
><em>Don't slip away<em>

_You are small but you will grow_  
><em>And very soon before you know<em>  
><em>You'll be off, up, up and gone<em>  
><em>But forever and always, hear my song<em>

_Baby boy_  
><em>Baby blue<em>  
><em>Baby sleep<em>  
><em>The whole night through<em>

_Baby boy_  
><em>Baby stay<em>  
><em>Baby mine<em>  
><em>Don't slip away<em>

_Don't slip away._

The last line of song trailed off as Hiccup fell asleep in her arms. Valka gently placed him in his bed and kissed his forehead. She looked one last time at her sleeping son and wiped tears from her eyes. She picked her broken heart up off the floor and walked away, shutting the door behind her. Valka loved a lot, and the price of love was loss. The more people she loved, the more people she'd loose. But it was a small price to pay for the amazing feeling that is love. She loved Hiccup, Astrid, Toothless, everyone. And one day, she'd lose them all. But she was a human. It was an occupational hazard.

**This shall be known as the chapter that took me forever and a day to write. Again, super sorry! I'll try to get back on a regular posting schedule this coming week. I think I'll post a new chapter every Monday, Tuesday at the absolute latest. Be on the look out for the next chapter which I WILL be posting on time next Monday. If I don't post it on time, I give you guys permission to yell at me.**
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**See, posted it on Monday just like I said. Enjoy! :)**

Chapter 5

Ruffnut was sitting in Berk's book archives sound asleep on the floor. The sun shone down on her and the birds loudly chirped but still she had not woken up. She was there all night doing as much research as she could on the gem Eret mentioned. If it could save Hiccups life she was going to find out about it so help her gods. Ruffnut was a very complex person despite her outward stupidity. As much as she denied caring for people, she really did. Deep down inside her she was filled with love. When she was passionate about something or someone she became almost obsessed. So when she heard that there was something that could save Hiccup's life she wasn't going to give up until she found it. She was also pretty peeved that Eret was keeping secrets from her but mainly, she wanted to save Hiccup's life.

She has been in the archives all night looking for information on the gem but kept finding the same useless information over and over again. Sometime in the early hours of the morning, she crashed. Now, the morning was in full swing but she was still sound asleep. That was until someone came in and woke her up.

"Ruffnut?" Eret asked, confused as to why she was on the floor covered in half open books.

"Five more minutes, mom." She mumbled. She groggily opened her eyes and started to take in her surroundings. She realized quickly that she had just been asleep on the floor and was slightly embarrassed.

"What are you doing on the floor?"

"Sorry, I musta fell asleep. I was in here all night."

"Oh. Well, look, Ruff, we gotta talk." Ruffnut pulled herself from the floor onto the chair that sat beside her. She rubbed her eyes and scratched her messy hair, cracking her bones and getting her bearings.

"I don't want to talk to you unless it's about the gem."

"Well, you'll be pleased to know that's exactly why I'm here. I realized yesterday that..."

"Why did you tell me and then leave. Hiccup is your friend too! You just want to let him die?"

"No, no! Of course not! See, I made promise to some very important people that I would never, ever tell anyone about... The gem. And I don't intend to break that promise."

"So, you just came here to tell me you're not telling me?"

"Yes. But, before you get all mad... I made the promise, however someone else didn't."

"Huh?"

"I promised I would never tell but the one other person on this island that knows didn't. Come on, I'll take you to him."

"Now wait, hold on just a second. First, I want some answers. Why lie to me?" Ruffnut could tolerate many things in her life but lying was not one of them. She hated lying and hated being lied to even more. Since she was a young child she always wanted to know the cold, hard truth rather than a softened lie. So whenever someone lied to her it pissed her off more than words can describe.

"I... It just kinda... Slipped out. And then I remembered my promise and I sort of almost broke it already. I never intended to lie, I'm sorry." Ruffnut hated lying but Eret hated disloyalty. He didn't really like to make commitments but when he did, he had to honor them. It was more of a pride thing really. He felt like he let himself and others down if he failed to honor his commitments and promises. His whole family prides themselves on being loyal. Hardly ever has Eret Son of Eret ever broken a promise. That's why he stayed with Draco as a trapper for so long even when he threatened to kill him. He made a commitment and he had to keep it.

"Still. It's not excuse to lie to me, Eret."

"Ruff, you don't understand. I can't break a promise."

"Why?"

"Well... A promise is a promise and..."

"You're lying again."

"Fine! Fine, you really want to know? Fine. I'll tell you why I can't break a promise, okay! I... I let my brother die." Saying the words brought back all the pain Eret had felt when it first happened. He felt his heart break again and a held back tears as he told Ruffnut his story.

"It was a while ago, back in my village. We were just boys then. I was older but he was only two years younger than I was. We got along so well. He was not only my brother. He was my best friend. One night during a storm he was scared of the thunder and came crawling into my bed. That night, I promised him that I would never let anything or anyone harm him. I held him close to me and I promised him... I swore to him. After that night, I gained this new sort of authoritative attitude. Anytime some dumb kid was picking on him, I scared them away. Any time he fell and scraped his knee, I was there to tend the wound. It was a lot of responsibility but it was worth it to see my brother smile. Well, one day we were playing hide and seek in the woods. I was hiding and he was seeking. We played this game all the time and it was so much fun. I found this great hiding spot where I thought he could never find me. Minutes and minutes went by and he hadn't found me. He usually could within a matter of minutes because I wasn't good at the game unfortunately. But he hadn't found me and I was getting kind of nervous. It was getting dark and the woods were a huge spot for dragon attacks. I left my hiding place and started to look for him. It didn't take long before... I heard him... Screaming... It was... Terrifying. I just remember running and running and calling his name. Then I found him. But he... He was... I broke my promise to him. I failed him. I let something happen to him. And since then, I never forgave myself. I let my brother die. He was attacked by a dragon. I broke my promise." Eret was so absorbed in his memory that he didn't even notice Ruffnut's hand on his shoulder. He didn't even notice that she got up from the chair.

"Hey, Eret. I'm sorry that happened but you can't blame yourself. It wasn't your fault."

"Yes it was!" He yelled, breaking free of her grasp.

"Eret?"

"It was my fault. I hate it when people say it wasn't because it was. I was hiding from him! Purposely trying to avoid him! I let him die. So I'm not gonna let Hiccup die. Oh no, I'm not. But I promised myself I'd never break another promise and.. Oh gods! You don't know the struggle I've been facing."

Ruffnut was so taken back by his sudden outburst. Since she's known him, she never saw him do anything like that and it threw her off. She's seen him get emotional a few times but never to this extent. Now knowing his story, she almost felt bad for thinking of him as a sibling. She walked over to him and put her hand on his shoulder again. Eret, who had put his face in his hands to mask his sobs, didn't react to the gesture. He simply took it. He hadn't told anyone this story in a long time but every time he did, it sparked the pain he felt when he lived it. However this time, he had someone to comfort him and it almost made him feel a little better.

"I'm so sorry, Eret. But, we have more pressing matters now and if you don't want this to happen again I suggest we get going. Sorry I was kinda rude back there."

"It's okay, " He said, collecting himself. "You didn't know. But now you do. And yes, we should go. We can't live for the now if we live in the past. Let's go."

"Where exactly are we going to?"

"You'll see, c'mon." In a sudden movement, he grabbed Ruffnut's hand and took her out the door.

Ruffnut and Eret practically sprinted through Berk to get to their destination. It wasn't long before they reached the house of Halvard the Healer. They got there in under a minute which was a new record time. They were both incredibly winded from the long run over but it didn't stop them from barreling up the steps and knocking on his door.

"Oh my, what can I do for you? Is it something about the boy?" Halvard asked upon seeing Ruffnut and Eret panting at his door. He was used to people frantically banging on his door so this came as no surprise.

"Yes." Eret said, trying to catch his breath. "It's time."

"Time for...?" Eret shot Halvard a look of "you know what" and he immediately understood. He knew that the secret wasn't going to be kept for long. He considered telling them himself but he didn't want to risk it. Now, unfortunately, he had no choice.

"Come inside." He said as he guested for them to go in.

Halvard's house was a very interesting one. It wasn't like all other Viking homes. It doubled as a makeshift hospital. There were rows and rows of cots, shelves with various herbs, tools, and whatnot on them, patients from the yesterday's battle lying around. The place was in total disarray. It was forgivable, however, considering how busy Halvard was. There before him lay some of Berk's finest heroes. They were warriors who fought to save the village at any cost, even if it meant losing their lives. These men were brave, no doubt. However, the bravest man of all stood before them and cared for them. Halvard really was the unsung hero of Berk. He did nothing but care for the always injured and treat every one of them like they were his only patient. His quick thinking and wits always saved lives and even limbs. But there were times when people could not be saved. Many people died under Halvard's care but that only made him more heroic. To have so many patients pass and still do your job and not be affected by it took an absurd amount of strength. Halvard may not have been the biggest, burliest, warrior, hell, he may not have even fought at all! But he was still the strongest person on Berk because he cared and he didn't run away.

Ruffnut and Eret took in their surroundings and were appalled at the sight. They gained so much more respect for Halvard after seeing what he deals with every day. They didn't have too much time to marvel at the gruesome sights though because they were quickly whisked away to the back room.

"So," Ruffnut began as soon as the door closed. "Two questions. 1. What is this gem, this Iceland Spar and 2. If it can save his life why did you tell us there was nothing we could do?"

"My, my you are persistent." Halvard noted.

"It's time you told her," Eret said. "I can't."

"Very well," Halvard sighed and told Ruffnut to sit down as it it be a rather long story.

"Now, let's make one thing clear. As I tell this story I want no interruptions, okay? Okay. So, here we go. When I was a young doctor in training, I was let in on a secret that only a few people in this world know about. It was about this gem called Iceland Spar. It's a rare gem, only found in a few places in the entire world. The gem has a special power unlike any other herb I know. It had the power to heal the sick, the injured, and the dying of any ailment they have. And it's even said to make people stronger. Just a single shaving of the gem mixed into water can instantly save someone or even bring them back to life or so I've heard. The gem was discovered not too long ago but it's healing power is only known to a few people, myself and Eret included. You may have read that it was used for navigation on ships. Well, that's wrong. It's a lie, a coverup. We only say that so we can transport it without having people try to seal it or question it. Have you heard of a Viking sunstone? Well, it's just a coverup. It's real power is to heal and it's only traded with very few people in the for a high price. It's used mostly to heal nobility and the high class. The reason it's so secretive is because if everyone knew, A. It would become extinct fast, B. People would go crazy trying to obtain it and C. Everyone would want to cure their sniffles and colds, eventually making it so that a case of the sniffles or a cold would be incredibly painful and kill. That's why we can't have just anyone know, Ruffnut. And I'm sorry for keeping this a secret but I had to. I was considering using some on him, but then Astrid told the town and I figured that if he lived, people would become suspicious. But now I know and now I realize that he is chief and he is nobility. And between you and me, Snotlout wouldn't be a very good chief. So we have to save him."

Ruffnut let all of the information sink in for a minute and couldn't even form any sort of response. She was just so baffled by the information overload. However, Eret helped her and chimed in.

"You should tell Astrid." He mentioned.

"Yea, yea I will." Ruffnut replied, dazed.

"I know it's a lot to take in but Halvard is busy here so you should..."

"Wait, wait. I don't even know... Where can I find this gem?"

"I was afraid you'd ask that," Halvard said. "The only place anywhere near Berk that has Spar mines is Outcast Island."

Ruffnut froze for a little bit not wanting to believe what she just heard. Outcast Island? Really? Hiccup was so lucky the he had friends that cared about him enough to go all the way to Outcast Island just to save his life.

"Well," Ruffnut said, unfreezing and getting up. "What are we waiting for, let's go!"
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Chapter 6

Astrid sat on the chair facing the door and stared at the small rays of light poking through the cracks. The lights were taunting her and beckoning her to open the door. If she did open it, the light would spill in but her secrets would spill out. The entire town prowled around her house just waiting for that door to open so they could see what was going on. If she opened the door, there was a chance that goodness, light, and hope would come but darkness would inevitably follow and everyone would know. So Astrid sat by the door and was completely unknown to the people behind it wondering what she was up to. She sat and stared for the longest time. She began to feel something stirring inside her. Emotions, sickness, weariness, something. She felt it bubble inside her and twist and turn until all she wanted to do was cry and run out the door into the rising sun all the while never looking back. But she remained still and stared. A single tear fell down her cheek and hit the floor as the sun continued to shine.

Soon there was frantic knocking at the door. Astrid came back to reality when she heard it and scrambled to answer it. It was still the very early hours of the morning and most of the town was just waking up. If she was to open to door now was her chance. She quickly pried it open and was met with two all to familiar faces.

"Ruffnut, Eret? What on Earth are you doing here?" Astrid whispered.

"Can we come in?" Eret asked.

"Yes of course, where are my manners? Come on in." She gestured for them to come inside and quickly closed the door. The two people stood in the middle of the room and looked oddly joyful.

"Where's everyone?" Eret asked.

"Hiccup is sleeping. Valka's down at The Great Hall and Toothless is flying. Is everything alright?"

"It's never alright, Astrid. But... It might be soon. Um.. How is he anyway?"

"He's been fine so far, except I heard him last night sobbing and saying that he didn't want to die. I don't know how much longer I can do this."

"Not much longer," Ruffnut chimed in matter-of-factly. Realizing how rude that sounded, she quickly corrected herself. "I... I mean, we found an answer, right Eret?"

"Aye, we did. But you know I can't tell her. You have to."

"Tell me what?" Astrid asked, both annoyed and intrigued.

"You might want to sit down for this, Astrid. It's a shock to me and it'll be to you to." Ruffnut took Astrid by the shoulders and led her to the seat she was just in. She knelt down to her level and softly spoke to her, obvious joy in her tone now.

"There's a way we can save him, Astrid..." She began

"What?!" Astrid practically yelled as she shot up out of her seat.

"Sh, sh! Don't wake him up, we don't want him to know! Sit down, sit down," Ruffnut gently guided her back to her seat. "Let me explain. See, Eret knew of this gem since he traveled a lot and has come in contact with it. It's protectors made him promise not to tell anyone about it. However, he dropped the secret and Halvard confirmed it. I'll spare you all the minor details because all you really need to know is there is a gem on Outcast Island that can save Hiccup's life." It all happened so fast and Astrid hardly processed it. But when she did, it hit her like a ton of bricks. She grabbed her abdomen and stood up, leaning against the chair for support.

"I wanted to tell you sooner but I just couldn't." Eret mentioned.

"I...I.." Astrid struggled to form words. "I don't know how to feel right now. I should be jumping for joy and going to Outcast Island right now but... I... You all lied to me. You said.. You told me... You don't know how many times I've cried over this you haven't even seen him suffer!" Astrid got progressively angrier and louder before practically shouting the last part of her speech through tears. The last 24 hours was an emotional roller-coaster for her but the ride hasn't stopped yet. In fact, it was getting worse. There was no doubt that she was getting the gem but she was lied to. It wasn't your average white lie either; it was the world's worst lie. It was a secret that should not have been kept for as long as it was. Hiccup has been suffering and so has Astrid. She sat there and watched while he died thinking there was nothing she could do. Discovering the gem was one thing but knowing of it beforehand was another. No amount of healing gem could ever heal the pain she endured.

After Astrid's outburst the room fell silent. The awkwardness hung in the air as Eret bowed his head and softly whispered.

"I made a promise." A tear escaped from his eye.

"I thought you'd be off the walls, Astrid. We can save him." Ruffnut said disappointingly.

"You don't get it, do you? The pain I endured was unfathomable. The pain I'll endure for the rest of my life is unfathomable. I almost walked away. I almost gave up! I almost ended up like Valka. Walking away from my family only to realize the problem I walked away from could have been easily solved. She missed out on twenty-some years of his life and I would have too! You can play the I was lied to too card, Ruffnut but it won't match me. I'm not mad, I just... I don't know how to feel right now.. I need... To go."

"I'm getting the gem, Astrid. Your place is here right now."

"Watching him suffer and die? I don't think so, I'm going to get it and come back. I need to do this, for him... For me. For all of us."

"But you vowed to him."

"It's not like I'll die too."

"But this is Alvin we're talking about." Eret chimed in after collecting himself. "I may not know much about him or his band of misfits but I do know he's dangerous." He held up his bandaged wrist as proof.

"Eret's right, Astrid. This is far too dangerous and Hiccup needs you. If you die I the process..."

"Then we'll both be together."

"And I suppose Valka, Toothless, and Stormfly are going to be okay with it too?"

"Because I won't risk losing some else I love!" Astrid raised her voice and turned to face Ruffnut.

"Oh." She replied, bowing her head and feeling like her old, stupid self.

"I need to go. For my sanity and your safety. He'll understand, I'm sure. He doesn't want to die and I'm offering to save him. I'm going. Alvin probably wants the Book of Dragons in return so instead of going to the trouble of finding and breaking into a mine I'll just talk to him and offer a trade..."

"And bring the entire village of Berk down." A voice said from behind the trio. They all turned around to face a horrid looking Hiccup. He looked like death itself and was visually weak. He leaned on the door frame for support and breathed very heavily. He did not look like he should be standing or even be alive. In just one short day he deteriorated so much.

"Hiccup!" Astrid rushed over to him and led him to the nearest seat which was the couch he was on the night before. As he sat he coughed a little and let out a huge sigh. Eret and Ruffnut made their way over as well.

"I can't let you go." He managed to get out.

"How long were you standing there?"

"Long enough. Astrid, I need you." He began to cough again and leaned forward. Astrid rubbed his back and politely asked someone to bring her a glass of water.

"I know honey," she returned to Hiccup. "But it's the only way to save your life."

"Let me go instead. What's Alvin going to do kill me? I'm already dying."

"What!? You can barely stand! Hiccup!"

"No, see I can do it. I'll fly in on Toothless and when he sees how bad I am he'll... Take pity on me. We can't risk the book and... Alvin... Needs me. I know everything. He won't let me die." Eret returned with a glass of water and Hiccup hastily drank it.

"Then what? He'll keep fighting us and attacking us for it. The book is what he wants so let's give it to him. We'll always be one step ahead of him and this will avoid a war."

"No, it'll start one. You don't get it, Astrid. You don't... You don't..." Another fit of coughing took over Hiccup and he began hacking and gasping for air. Astrid continued to whisper things to him but they were drowned out by his coughing. The all too familiar liquid of blood started to appear in his fingers as he coughed into them. Astrid quickly grabbed a nearby rag and shoved it in his hands. There was nothing else she could do. The trio just sat and listened to his fit for what seemed like forever. And once it stopped, Astrid turned to her friends with tear soaked eyes and blood on her shirt.

"Now you see?" She softly whispered. Her two friends stared at her not believing what that just saw. Never before have they seen someone in such bad shape. It broke their hearts and ripped apart their souls. Astrid picked a half-alive Hiccup up with ease and began walking him back to his room. Before crossing the threshold she slowed down and looked her friends in their tear laden eyes.

"Go." They both whispered in unison, staring at each other as Astrid carried her husband in her arms. The same feeling as before arose in her but this time, it nearly made her sick.
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Chapter 7

"Okay, so the rules of the game are simple," Snotlout said in a commanding voice to the crowd of young adults in the forest before him. "You fly your dragon over these trees of various heights. If you or your dragon touch the tree in slightest, you're out. It's a little game I like to call 'Flappy Dragon.'"

It was still early on the island of Berk. The sun had fully risen and people were fully awake. Among those people were the resident troublemakers, Snotlout, Fishlegs, Tuffnut, and even Ruffnut and Eret. All of them were all still shocked and sad about Hiccup's sickness but it didn't stop them from continuing their daily lives. And since neither Hiccup or Astrid were around to monitor their activities, things got pretty wild pretty fast. Snotlout had been secretly working on some sort of weird game that was supposed to be the hardest game known to man for the last few weeks. No one knew much about it other than it involved all of Snoutlout's brain power, which wasn't much, and a bunch of half-cut trees. Today was the perfect day to unveil it since no one would be there to stop him. Snotlout was sure that Flappy Dragon was going to be the next big thing to hit Berk since dragon training. Everyone would want to be playing it soon.

"So, this is what you've been working on for weeks?" Tuffnut asked.

"All day, every day." Snotlout confidently replied.

"Is it safe?" Eret questioned.

"Of course not, what do you take me for?" Snotlout replied again.

"Do we win anything?" Ruffnut asked. Another series of questions burst out from the small crowd mostly regarding rules and regulations. Snotlout tried to feverishly answer them all as they were asked but to no avail. Soon, the questions started to get more

and more ridiculous and all the voices blended into one. Finally, flustered, Snotlout yelled.

"Everyone, please, shut up! Look, I'll take a volunteer, just watch. Any takers? Fishlegs, good, thanks for volunteering!" He grabbed the larger boy by the wrist and dragged him over to his dragon, Meatlug, before he could react or protest.

"Um, Snotlout..." He started to say as he was forced onto Meatlug.

"Have fun!" Snotlout gave Meatlug a small push forward and off she went with a flustered Fishlegs on her back. Meatlug seemed to understand the game and actually play it very well. She flew close to the tree's but not close enough to hit them. She flew up when the trees got higher and low when they got lower. The first few were a breeze and she passed them with no trouble at all. Snotlout watched and smiled slightly, offering his dragon, Hookfang, a high five. Fishlegs and Meatlug got further and further away so the rest of the gang ran along the trees to watch them. Fishlegs didn't notice any of this since he had his hands over his eyes and yelped "Oh, Thor" the whole time. Meatlug was going strong and starting to feel a sense of pride when it was soon taken away. She wasn't paying attention and her claw accidentally scraped the top of one tall tree and made an unmistakable noise.

"You're out!" Snotlout cheered as the pair came down from their flight. Meatlug landed on the ground but Fishlegs still sat stop her, hands over his eyes and trembling.

"Earth to Fishlegs, it's over. You can get off now." Tuffnut said.

"It is," he asked. Removing his hands and taking in his surroundings. "That was fun!" He shouted cheerily as he dismounted his dragon.

"I wanna try, me next!" Yelled Ruffnut.

"You mean us." Her brother corrected.

"No I mean me."

"Us."

"Me."

"Us."

"Me!" It wasn't long before their fight turned physical and they were clawing at each other. Snotlout eyed Eret and spoke in a pretty normal volume confident the twins wouldn't hear over their fight.

"If you want to go, now's your chance."

"Aye, but I think I'll pass. I have things to go do so actually if you'll excuse me..." He turned to go but instead of meeting the clear path he came down he was face to face with a face he knew well.

"Any chance a little old lady can give it a try?" Valka asked sarcastically. She smiled at the group of kids she'd come to know so well and they smiled at her when they noticed her. Even the twins stopped fighting to acknowledge her presence.

"Hey," Ruffnut said, running over to her. "What are you doing here, I thought you were tending the wounded?"

"I was. And by the looks of it my work isn't done."

"Sorry, Valka." Tuffnut said, looking down and twisting his foot in the dirt like a child who knew he was in for it. These kids had come to think of Valka as a second mother to them. She cared for them and scolded them the way a mother would.

"Never mind that. I didn't come out here to ride dragons, surprisingly. I came to look for Astrid. Have any of you seen her?" Ruffnut and Eret gave each other a glance and spoke to each other with their eyes. They knew exactly where she was off to and knew that Valka wouldn't like it. However, they couldn't hide the truth for very long.

"She's, uh...," Ruffnut tried to think of a way to soften the blow without outright lying. "Doing some errands, she'll be back soon."

"Oh, like what kind of errands?" Valka asked, obviously not believing her lie.

"Like... Errand errands?"

"She's out retrieving an object of particular value that may or may not exist and may or may not save Hiccup's life." Eret covered for Ruffnut.

"She's what? Where? Is she alone, why would you let her go!"

"Look, Hiccup's Mom, I kinda found out about this gem on Outcast Island and kinda told her and now she's kinda getting it." Ruffnut answered her question. Valka just stood there completely baffled. Just a few moments ago she was told she could do nothing to save her son but now there was a way? And Astrid was risking everything, including her life, to get it?"

"I... Don't understand." She muttered. The rest of the band of misfits seemed confused as well. They didn't know a thing about Ruffnut and Eret's secret plan.

"Walk with me," Ruffnut said as she turned to Valka and started walking. "I'll explain on the way."

Toothless sat next to Hiccup and kept his eyes glued on him. He didn't entirely understand what was happening to his rider but he knew he was uncomfortable and going away. They two had an unspoken connection and could almost feel what each other felt. Toothless was a shadow of Hiccup's emotions. When he was happy, Toothless was happy. When he was sad, Toothless was sad. Toothless would never understand human problems but he knew enough to know when things were good or bad or when his rider was distressed. This was almost like the time when Hiccup defeated the Red Death. Toothless didn't know why his friend wasn't waking up but he knew it was bad. He sat there and tried to wake him up every day without fail. Now, all he could do is sit there and try to comfort him. He was smart enough to know that this human problem wasn't something flying could fix.

Hiccup had been passed out for about half an hour. When he slowly started to peel his eyes open he saw Toothless sitting next to his bed. He coaked his head at Hiccup and gave him a gummy smile. Hiccup couldn't help but smile back and scratch his best friends head.

"Hey, bud," He said, hoarsely. "Astrid's gone isn't she? And mom's not back? I guess it's just you and me for a while." He slowly rose himself into a sitting position and coughed a little. He glanced over to the empty chair in the corner and saw his metal leg on it. A flood of memories rushed back to him and threw him for a loop. He lifted the covers like he did that fateful day and looked at his amputated leg. He then looked back at Toothless who was giving him almost the very same look. Hiccup sighed and placed the blankets down. In response, Toothless laid his head in Hiccup's chest.

"This isn't like last time. No waking up, hobbling outside, and life being okay. I really am dying this time. And Astrid...well, at least we have hope. But she'll start a war, which is... What Alvin probably wants and..." He began to breathe heavier and heavier. Toothless noticed and made a low warbling sound to comfort him. Hiccup sighed and continued to pet Toothless.

"At least you'll never leave me, bud. Even if you can now." Toothless snuggled up closer to Hiccup when he said this. It was true. Toothless was never going to leave and would most likely follow Hiccup's funeral ship to the ends of the Earth.

"You've been there for me when I needed it most. With everything that happened with my dad and the Red Death, to Drago, to this. You were the first per...anyone to really love me," unbeknownst to Hiccup, Valka entered the room. She was ready to confront him about the new information she received but stopped dead in her tracks when he heard him talking. "You didn't think I was weak. You accepted me and trusted me. You gave me all the strength I never had, bud. You turned me into what I am. All of...," He gestured to himself. "This. I would hate my life if you weren't in it. I'd still be the laughing stalk of the town, a disappointment, and useless. But you... turned that around. Yea, you may have killed my dad but you also found my mom. You, bud, are my best friend. I love you as much as I love Astrid. Maybe even a little more but don't tell her I said that. You either, mom." At some point in her eavesdropping Valka had made herself known. Hiccup still continued to scratch Toothless and didn't even look in her direction. He knew she was there. Who else would be? Astrid was gone.

"Ruffnut told me everything." She blurted out while wiping subconscious tears off her cheeks.

"I didn't want her to go but I don't want to die."

"A chief protects his own and that's just what you're doing."

"Yea, protecting my own life. This will start a war and my men will get killed. And all for what? My life? I'd pick my life over a hundred my men's?"

"Hiccup, you're contradicting yourself."

"I don't know what I'm saying, I guess I'm going crazy."

"It runs in the family." Valka smiled at her son as he looked up to meet her gaze. They connected for a moment in a way only mother and son could. Valka, now with a newfound hope in her heart, hoped this wouldn't be the last moment they ever shared.

"And besides," Valka continued, breaking the moment. "Astrid is a smart girl. I'm sure she can figure something out to avoid a war." Hiccup nodded in agreement. His mind was all over the place but seemed to finally settle on the idea of this being okay. In a few hours time, Astrid was going to come home with a gem and his life would be saved. All the pain he thought he'd have to endure would be gone. He closed his eyes and leaned against Toothless. Next to his dragon, he felt a little stronger than before. He now had hope and more of a reason to fight. Astrid was coming back, he was going to live, and all this pain would soon be behind him. Soon, he thought, as he broke out into a cold sweat and started shaking uncontrollably.

A thousand putrid odors seeped their way into Astrid's nose as she flew over Outcast Island. The smell of Viking men, rotting flesh, and pure evil melted into one foul stench that filled the air. It burned Astrid's eyes, filling them with new types of tears. She flew high over the island but was still able to make out people. She saw warriors training for their next fight, she saw bandits robbing the poor, the strong taking advantage of the weak, and large, hulking men laughing at it all. It sickened Astrid to the core and made her think about just burning the place down with a few dragons. Outcast Island was truly Hell on Earth. But in all the despair and criminal activity, Astrid saw mothers and children and husbands and wives. She saw family; the family she wanted to have. Even though these brutes were the enemy, they had lives and their own people to live for. That's why Astrid didn't want to start a war. That's why she was doing this peacefully and protecting more than just her own.

Astrid made it over to Outcast Island in record time. All she wanted to do was get the gem while spending as little time on the island as possible. That's why she was circling above the island looking for Alvin as opposed to searching on foot. That and she didn't want to be noticed, caught, and most likely killed. She had been cleverly circling for a while now but Alvin was not in sight. That was partly due to Astrid's wandering mind. She couldn't stop thinking about how Hiccup was suffering and could possibly die if she failed. Then his death will be all on her and she'd never forgive herself. She had to succeed, for Hiccup and herself and the entire village. No one would benefit from Snotlout being Chief. She had to take drastic measures and if that meant giving Alvin the book of dragons than so be it. He wouldn't understand half of it anyway. And that was Astrid's ace up her sleeve. Point out that with Hiccup dead, Alvin would have no one to translate and help him understand the book. But Astrid hoped and prayed that it didn't have to come to that. However Alvin wasn't like the other brutish outcasts. He was actually clever.

Soon Astrid found herself a little way away from Outcast Island. Her train of thought drove her out of her circle and away from reality. But Astrid realized this and quickly got back on track. Recently, she's been slipping in and out of dazes. A heavy load of emotions were piled on her at once and she still felt as though it were a dream. As she flew, she began to think again. She thought the same thoughts and felt the same emotions. It wasn't long before as was off course again. She couldn't seem to keep herself in line. Giving up, Astrid decided that she needed to patrol on foot even if it was a risk. She wasn't going to risk Hiccup dying so she needed to do this. Once she found a safe place to land inconspicuously, Astrid took off on foot. Actually being on the soil Outcast Island was like a nightmare. It didn't compare to the nightmare Astrid was living but it was a nightmare nonetheless. The soil almost seemed to be like quicksand. The further Astrid walked the more she sunk. It wouldn't be long before she was actually a part of Outcast Island.

Astrid walked and walked and walked forever, dragging her feet and slightly hunching her back. She was absolutely exhausted and sick and tired of being sick and tired. As she walked she was met with stares and whispers from Outcast villagers who knew her. They looked at her like a piece of trash or a piece of meat. This sort of welcome is what she expected so she was not at all surprised. However, she was surprised when the infamous outcast chief was no where in sight. She trudged on more, head down and sinking into the ground. All should could state at was her own dark shadow. She looked at the larger silhouette of herself on the ground and thought it was the most accurate portal of herself she'd ever seen. She was dark and dead inside. As she walked and stared she became less and aware of her surroundings and almost forgot she was on Outcast Island. That was until a larger shadow appeared over her own and her ears rung with the awful sound of an all too familiar "'Ello."

**Thanks for baring with me guys, I know I suck. I'm just gonna stop making promises I can't keep and see what happens then. But I will tell you that you will never be waiting this long for a chapter again. Maybe. Probably not. I hope. Y'all rock. And keep those awesome reviews coming, they're what keep me going! :D**


	8. Chapter 8

**Hello readers! Shameless apology time! I'm in college, I'm busy, I'm sorry. I'll spare you the details and not even try to justify my tardiness. Sorry! **

**So this is a kind of boring, filler, information chapter. Sorry about that! I love action and drama as much as the next guy but we can't have any of that without the filler! But don't worry because the next chapter is where it all goes down. But that isn't even the best part. **

Chapter 8

Alvin the Treacherous was a man of few words. He hardly ever talked with anyone or negotiated. He killed first and didn't even bother to ask questions later. He was a ruthless warlord with a thirst for blood that never seemed to be quenched. Vicious rumors and legends had it he actually did drink the blood of his enemies after he conquered them. That's the reason the Outcasts didn't have many enemies to begin with. Alvin was a kill on sight type man but as he led Astrid through his town, he knew he had to use what little words he knew to make this negotiation she proposed benefit him.

The two mortal enemies sat at a large stone table in the Outcast town hall. The room itself was a barren, cold one. Mostly everything was made of stone or other cold materials. It was the definition of lifeless and drab, yet at the same time, it was full of life. Those stone cold walls had seen so much and the screams of the innocent echoed throughout them. The stone had seen and the stone had absorbed. The energy of countless intense meetings, tortures, and beginnings of wars rested in the rocks. It was a magical quality they possessed. A thousand years of history was blended in with the granite, the quartz, and the limestone. Astrid was alone but the energy of all those spirits lingered around her and created an aura of despair. Their residual screams filled the silent room and Astrid hoped that she wouldn't join them.

Alvin sat on one end of the long, rectangular table and Astrid far on the other. It was a good idea since both of them wanted to kill each other. There was also a man standing at the door in the shadows towards the back. Astrid assumed that this young man was a guard. He was clearly a newbie too. His appearance wasn't Outcast enough for him to be a real member of the bloody gang. He was strikingly handsome and had a fairly skinny yet muscular build covered by layers of Viking clothing. His short blonde hair was messy but still spiked above his forehead. A small 5 o'clock shadow crept onto his dirt covered face. His blue eyes sparkled with no effort and his smile was highly suggestive. His presence seemed to be the only bright thing in the dull, stone room. Any normal Viking woman would have fallen head over heels for him but Astrid wasn't any normal Viking woman. And in her situation, she was intimidated by his presence.

"What is this all about, Astrid?" Alvin asked, breaking her gaze. His voice echoed in the large room even though he spoke in a moderate tone.

"I'm going to keep this short and simple." She replied almost instinctively, turning her head back towards Alvin.

"Why, lass? I like my meeting long and boring."

"Hiccup is dying," She went on. "He's sick and he's going to die in the next few days." An expression of fake concern crept onto Alvin's face.

"Why, that's terrible," He said with mock sympathy. "I'm so sorry."

"Yeah, no. I know you don't care. But I'm not here to listen to your dragon-shit condolences. They told us we can't save him but I know we can. Spar. Iceland Spar. You have it and don't pretend like you don't know because I know you do. I need some, just a little, to save his life. And in return, I'll give you this." She pulled out the infamous Book of Dragons and slammed it on the table with a loud, echoing boom. All through the ride to Outcast Island, Astrid was wondering how she was going to go about making the deal. Her get-to-the-point approach wasn't what she was going for but it happened. She surprised herself with how forward she was but she didn't regret it. Astrid was done. She was done with the lemons life threw at her out of nowhere, done with the heartbreak, the pain, the suffering, everything. If she didn't have so much love in her heart she would have left by now. But she wasn't going to make Valka's mistake.

"You're willing to give up you biggest bargaining chip for a stupid gem?" Alvin didn't even break his gaze when Astrid slammed the book on the table. It's almost as if he knew what was coming. His eyes stared into Astrid's and made her even more uneasy. The feeling in her stomach rose up again but she fought the keep it at bay. Fighting was all Astrid seemed to be doing lately. She was fighting for Hiccup's life and fighting for her's. Yet, here she was, at the enemy, giving up. She mentally added that to the list of irony building up in her life.

"Yes." Was her only reply. She didn't need any more reason than that. The deal was already set in stone. Astrid believed that all Alvin wanted from Berk was the book. That's probably why he attacked that day and that's all he's been on about since dragon training became universal. Astrid just expected him to take the book and leave it at that. But he didn't. That concerned Astrid and the feeling rose up in her again. This time she didn't bother fighting it.

"You realize what you're doing, right lass?" He raised an eyebrow at her.

"Yes." She kept on the most convincing poker face the world had ever seen. She was completely winging it this point. Things weren't going the way she had thought they would but she still didn't want to show any more sign of weakness. However, weakness and defeat was all Alvin saw.

"You're giving me everything you have for your husband's life. You realize what this means right?"

"Just take the book, give me the gem, and I'll leave." Astrid sighed heavily and focused her gaze at the man by the door. He was smiling devilishly at her. She felt so uneasy but it was better than staring at Alvin since his eyes burned into her soul. Was this really what Hiccup had to deal with all the time? Countless meetings and boring conversations in stone rooms? Those meeting were probably even more formal and indirect than this one. But Alvin never cared for formality and Astrid was on a mission. No wonder Hiccup hated being chief. Maybe it's for the best if he died. That thought found its way into Astrid head and she shook out out as quickly as it came in. No, she will not let him die if it's the last thing she does.

"Now hold on a second," Alvin said, leaning forward. Astrid sighed and slouched back in her chair. She looked at him again and rolled her eyes. "This is going to change the game. You giving me this book is you 'anding over everything that was once yours. With these secrets, I can control you and soon, the world."

"I know. But Hiccup's life is worth it."

"You'd betray your people just to save 'is measly little life?"

"He made that choice, he wants to live."

"And if it were up to you, you'd kill 'im?"

"No," Astrid slammed her hands on the table the way she did the book but this time Alvin flinched. Astrid stood up and leaned forward, sticking a finger out at Alvin. She was tired and frustrated and everything bubbling up inside her was finally starting to trickle out. "I'm offering you the deal of a lifetime, just take it! I'm giving you want you've wanted for so many years. With this book, you can control the world. Just…" She calmed down again. "Leave Berk out of it."

"Because once I conquer the world, the world'll blame you." Alvin said nonchalantly, standing as well. He slowly started making his way over toward Astrid.

"Yeah." Alvin was reading Astrid like the book in front of her and she did nothing to stop him.

"What happened to just taking to book and leaving? You're realizing what a terrible plan this is, aren't ya lass?" By now, he was standing next to her and looming over her. Why wasn't he just accepting her offer of a lifetime? Berk would deal with the Outcasts later. Astrid knew Alvin would never win and she's sure he knew in the back of his mind too. So why was he stalling?

"I… need my husband alive." Astrid's confidence wavered when he stood over her like that but she was still able to meet his gaze.

"And I suppose the next thing you're gonna say is that without 'iccup alive, the book would be no use."

"Exactly. So we both need him alive."

"But you'll never give 'im to me. I'll have the book but not the explanations. That's the trick up your sleeve," Alvin was just a little unlike the brutish vikings he ruled over. He was actually had somewhat of a brain. From the minute Astrid walked in he could read her and knew what she was going to say next. And Alvin had his own trick up his sleeve. "Tell ya what. I'll propose a new deal, Alvin smiled a devilish smile at Astrid and began to walk around the room as he spoke. "I want Berk. I don't want your little dragon book. The only reason I did was so I can have Berk. You give me Berk, and I'll give you what you want." Astrid was stunned. She hadn't planned on Alvin backfiring with a new plan at all. She had no comebacks. She sat back down and an eerie silence took over the room. Even the screams from the stone couldn't be heard. The stones seemed to pulling Astrid into them and absorbing her energy. Since she stepped into the room, she's become more physically tired and willing to give in. Maybe these stone really were magic and Alvin has been using them to his advantage all along. Either way, Astrid was tired. She may have had a fight left in her but not anymore.

"Speechless," Alvin continued on. "Thought so. See, I have an idea. Instead of fighting a war neither of us want, we sign a treaty. I get Berk, you get us. What's yours is ours and what's ours is yours. Simple as that. That way I can amass an army, take control of the world, and you Berkians get our protection from it. Anyone that tries to attack you will get blown out of the water by our joint forces. No more wars, no more fighting, and everyone wins." Astrid let the information sink in. It bounced around the stones for a bit before it hit her. It was a compromise. It would benefit both sides. Maybe it was better for the Outcasts but Astrid could get what she needed and then some. Any time she needed Spar she could go for it. It seemed like such a good plan. But then again, in her tired state, anything that got her spar was a good plan. Should she be making this decision or should she discuss it with Hiccup first? There wasn't much time and Astrid already knew his answer. At this point, Astrid would deal with the consequences later. Right now, she was getting what she desperately needed. However, she really did need time away from this environment to think about it. She might have been tired but she wasn't stupid. This was Alvin she was dealing with and there was always a catch.

"I won't agree to anything until I get it in writing." She finally replied.

"I'll have a written copy ready for tomorrow."

"Can you get one any sooner?"

"Scribes don't work that fast." Astrid sighed. Looks like she'd be traveling back again and leaving Hiccup alone again. She wasn't even sure she had the right to sign it. Snotlout might have to come as acting chief. A long silence befell the room again as Astrid put her head in her hands. Alvin paced the room, waiting for her to respond. How had Astrid's life come to this so quickly.

"Wait," She said finally, lifting her head. "How are we sealing it? Writing, but what else…"

"Marriage." Alvin said almost instinctively.

"Wait, you don't mean someone to you…"

"No, of course not. No woman should ever have to displeasure of being my wife. But see that man over in the corner? That's my only son and heir, Cory. He'll be the one getting married." Astrid's jaw dropped to the floor and make a silent, echoing boom that was forever set in stone.

**Thanks for reading the boring chapter! I hate if I'm being honest. I held off posting because I kept trying to work on it but it never got better. Sorry! I promise the good stuff is coming next and from there it's pretty much all good stuff. After the next chapter, I believe it's going to be intense forever! Also, I'm not sure how many chapters I have left but I do know the story is winding down. But don't worry, I already have an idea for another fic bubbling in my brain. Thanks for all the support! Don't forgot to review, they keep me going! **
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Chapter 9:

"Just when all hope was lost… woosh! In comes the dragon cavalry to save the day!" Snotlout, who was just reaching the climax of his epic retelling of the Red Death fight, dramatically threw his arms out in a grand fashion, an action which caused a group of young vikings-in-training to widen their eyes and let out involuntary "ooo's."

"And your friendly neighborhood hero over here was a part of that. That's right kids, I, Snotlout the Great, singlehandedly...helped… to bring down the big, the bad, and the ugly Red Death."

"But Mr. Snotlout." A nasally voiced piped up.

"Uh-ah-ah, Mr. Snotlout, a-the Great."

"I thought Hiccup did it."

"Yeah." A young female voice replied.

"Well, he was the one who killed it but it was really me who took it down."

"Mr. Great, did Hiccup die?" Yet another child spoke up.

"Almost, but it was my cunning skills that really saved his life at the end of the day."

"How?"

"With these babies." He flexed his biceps and kissed them both, the action eliciting laughs and smiles from the group.

"Snotlout, I have a question." A much older voice broke through.

"Wow, kid, when did you hit puberty?" Snotlout asked, looking around at the kids in front of him to find the source of the voice.

"When I was about eleven." It replied. Snotlout turned around and his eyes met with those of Eret.

"Eret," He scoffed. "Run along young ones. Hey, hey, before you go, remember that good-luck chant I told you?" All the kids eagerly nodded their heads and ran off, loudly yelling "Snotlout, Snotlout, oy oy oy!" at various pitches and tempos.

"Way to infect the youth of tomorrow." Eret said, taking a seat on the bench next to Snotlout.

"Hey, Valka told me to keep these kids entertained while she checked up on Hiccup."

"Entertained, not brainwashed."

"Tomayo-tomato."

The morning sun had begun to fade and afternoon rolled around on Berk. Astrid still wasn't back from her, as she called it, undisclosed diplomatic mission. The rest of the riders, after their rousing game of Flappy Dragon, were tied up in the Great Hall helping the uninjured take care of the injured. But they weren't really helping, they were just trying to occupy themselves since things were pretty boring without authority figures. Destroying, gloating, Loki-ing- none were any fun without someone telling you not to. And to top it off, the mood on Berk had been pretty solemn since the battle and even people as prank-loving as Ruff and Tuff knew better than to pull any stunts now. So all they really had to do was try to move on an act as they normally would, just on a lower level of annoyance.

"Have you seen Astrid since she left?" Eret asked Snotlout.

"No, but I wish."

"I hope she gets back in time. When Ruff and I were over this morning he looked terrible."

"You really think he's gonna die?"

"Aye, unless Astrid comes through. I guess I'm just a bad-luck charm. As soon as I come here, Stoick dies, his son dies?"

"Mmm, it could be Valka, not you. I mean, she's got the upper hand, she was dragon-napped and abandoned her family for twenty years causing them unfathomable pain for most of their existence."

"Umm…"

"But then again your theory makes sense too."

"I can't help but feel responsible."

"Hey, look. I may be vain, selfish, rude, sexist, egotistical, barbaric, annoying, cocky, uncivilized, crude, a menace to society and… Um… What were we talking about again? Oh, oh right! I may be all those things but I do know that you're not responsible. No one is. Unless you got him sick, it's not your fault."

"Thanks for trying to help, but if he dies… I'm thinking of moving on, I mean away from here."

"From Berk?"

"Yes. To somewhere else, anywhere else."

"I wouldn't blame you if you do. I talk a big game but really, I can't be chief! I have my whole life ahead of me. If there's anyone who doesn't want him to die it's me. I just.. I'd be out there helping if there was something else I could do."

"Aye, as would I."

The two sat in silence for a bit letting reality sink in. As much as they tried to push it away and move on with their lives, the fact that their friend was dying was constantly eating away at them. Snotlout always did talk up a storm and rant and rave about how he would be a better chief but even he knew he was bluffing. As the days went on he started to realize more and more that he was actually going to rule. He was absolutely petrified. He would have no one to guide or teach him besides possibly Gobber. But since he created such a tough guy persona he couldn't let anyone knew he was quivering on the inside.

The silence between the two grew more and more tense as they seemed to mutually understand each other. Both men were terrified of the emotional and physical repercussions. However, right now, confusion trumped the terror when they saw the sight before their eyes. Walking toward them was Berk's favorite mischievous twins, Ruffnut and Tuffnut, who was holding what seemed to a chicken dressed in people clothes.

"I'm not going to say anything." Eret said as he stood up.

"Why," asked Tuffnut. "You've never seen a Chicken dressed like a human before.

"Just… Why?"

"I didn't have anything better to do. Snotlout's mom made the tunic."

"I'm ashamed that I somehow have a part in this." Snotlout said, burying his face in his hands.

"We're just bored, okay." Ruffnut added.

"It's better than sitting around and worrying." Tuffnut said.

"Astrid is still out?" Ruffnut asked, although it was more of a statement than a question.

"Aye," Eret replied. "But I'm sure she'll come through with the gem. Oh, speaking of, the rest of you won't say anything about it will you? All of you weren't really supposed to find out."

"My lips are sealed." Snotlout assured.

"I already forgot what we were talking about." Tuffnut added, absentmindedly petting his chicken.

"Good," was Eret's response. "Because I made a promise to someone and I broke-"

"Hey." Ruffnut stated both aggressively and sympathetically.

"There are a lot of promises being broken." Eret sighed.

Once more, another silence befell the group. The only sound was the occasional cluck from Tuffnut's chicken. Everyone had Hiccup and Astrid on their minds. They were losing themselves in their thoughts so much so that they didn't hear the doors to the Great Hall swing open and they were all startled when the chicken started frantically clucking. It wasn't long before Astrid, looking horribly beat down, found her way over to the group.

"Astrid," Eret exclaimed, jumping up from his seat. "You look awful, are you alright, you okay? Did you get it?" She pushed passed Eret not saying a word. She found her way to Ruffnut and weakly grabbed the girl by her arm.

"I need to talk with you. It's important." She began dragging her away when Snotlout intervened.

"Whatever you have to say, say it to all of us." Tuffnut and Eret nodded in support. Snotlout was tired of the lies and twists in the story of Hiccup's untimely death. Since this directly

concerns him and his future, he needed to know.

"No." Was all Astrid said. That was all it took for everyone to stop in their tracks. Everything happened so fast- Astrid barging in, her taking Ruffnut. Everyone was taken aback and started but this "no" was a blow to the gut that slowed them down. It wasn't an angry no or defiant no like they had all expected. Each time someone got in Astrid's way, they were met with rage and fury. But not this time. This no was a giving up no. She sighed when she said it and it was barely audible. It was sprinkled with a hint of desperation and denial, as if she were begging someone not to kill her or someone she loved died in her arms. No one had ever heard such a thing out of Astrid but she had uttered it. Each Viking felt their heart shatter as they looked into the girl's eyes. Her icy blue eyes were the color of tears. Without saying anything else, Astrid pushed passed them all with Ruffnut behind her. What the rest of the men had just witnessed, just heard, just seen, was enough to scar them. Each individual took off in his own direction, a look of horror on their faces. Hiccup, they were all sure, was now as good as dead.

Five. Five was all it took. Five deep breaths and Hiccup's mind and soul felt distant. Five deep breaths, the further away he felt. Five more breaths and he felt more and more detached. With each set of inhales and exhales he felt his pain lifting, his body lifting, his soul lifting. He could swear he heard the voice of his father whispering to him ever so quietly.

"Dad?" He asked to the empty air. But instead of feeling his father's long-awaited embrace, he felt a pressure on his abdomen.

"Oof." He let out involuntarily as he slightly jerked forward. The action was enough to draw him back to reality and the pain that followed was enough to remind him he's still alive. Hiccup blinked a few times and his eyes landed on his dragon, Toothless, giving him a guilty, gummy smile.

"Hey, bud," he said painfully. "Thanks for saving my life, again." Toothless warbled in reply and brought his head down so it laid on part of the bed. Hiccup looked at Toothless with sadness in his eyes. Without Hiccup, he would have to carry on alone. He's been alone for fifteen years but not like what was to come. Not to mention he would have to tackle the task of being alpha male all alone. He wouldn't have Hiccup to guide him and blow off steam with when he needed it. He would truly have to be doing it alone and he had no idea what to do. But it wasn't like Hiccup could be much help anyway. He had his own village to take care of and his own problems to fix. Maybe the pair would have parted ways eventually? Maybe they should. Regardless of that fact, right now Toothless was going to stand by Hiccup no matter what. They never made any promises to stay together forever, but that's what they would do since they were connected in a way no human and human ever were.

Hiccup didn't need to relate any of this to his counterpart because he already understood. He just laid there slowly and painfully scratching his head with his injured hand. He was so concentrated on his silent communication that he didn't even hear the person who came into the room.

"You're awake." Valka said, putting down a pail of water, a cup, a rag, and sitting on the side of the bed. Hiccup turned his head slightly to face her and smiled.

"I've been up for a while." He said weakly. He put his arm down and Toothless took his place on his stone slab, solemnly bowing his head.

"You're still sweating," Valka put the back of her hand on Hiccup's head and retracted immediately. "Yes, you're burning up." She carefully lifted the cup to Hiccup and told him to drink. He slightly sipped at the water not really feeling very thirsty.

"I feel like I'm on fire." He admitted, closing his eyes and inhaling sharply.

"That's what this is for." Valka said tenderly as she dipped the rag in water and started dabbing at Hiccup's forehead. The unexpected ice cold water sent a jolt through his body but he quickly recovered, soon relaxing and allowing the pleasure of the cool cloth to take over.

"What about everyone down at the Great Hall, are… are they-"

"Shh, try not to talk too much. They're fine, I have your buddies taking good care of them. Snotlout's telling tall tales to the kiddies believe it or not."

"Probably very tall and all about him." Hiccup grinned on an exhale and Valka smiled. She continued to dab his forehead with the cool cloth and encouraged him to drink more. As sad as this moment was, Valka treasured it. For the first time, she was taking care of her son. For twenty years she had only dreamed about it. She nursed countless dragons back to health but never, ever her first and only born child. She began to truly feel like a mother again, especially in Hiccup's feverish and childlike state of dependency. Hiccup was her baby no matter how old he was, how powerful he was, or if he was chief or not. He was a part of her, forever and always, living or dead. Their bond was one that would never truly be broken. Even if Valka was gone, she would still always be there.

"Where's Astrid?" Hiccup asked, coming out of his brief lucidity.

"I haven't seen her. I was going to check the Great Hall but you spiked a fever while you were asleep. I wasn't going to leave you alone."

"Thanks." He sighed, closing his eyes. Valka continued to dab but only a few more. She put the rag back in the pail and pushed it aside.

"I… just hope that she didn't do anything too unfixable." Hiccup stated bluntly.

"She's just trying to save you. Once you're healthy again you can outwit this Alvin fellow." Hiccup didn't react, just merely exhaled.

"I hope. But if he got his hands on that book."

"We'll get ours right back on there."

"He's going to stop at nothing to get me to teach him and…" A sudden burst of pain jolted through Hiccup's body. He arched his back and tensed. Valka quickly took his hand and squeezed it gently.

"No more worrying, Hiccup. Just relax."

"Valka," a quiet, feminine voice said from the door. "Is he alright?" Valka turned around and saw a very beaten down Astrid leaning against the frame. She looked as if she herself had just risen from the dead. Her normally tame blonde hair was wind-worn and messy. Tear tracks ran down her cheeks and her icy eyes were shimmering with fresh ones. She looked very much like a child who just suffered from a nightmare and was seeking comfort from her parents. She leaned heavily against the doorframe and clung to it for dear life, almost as if she didn't want to leave the safety of it.

"He developed a fever and had some sort of episode while you were away but right now he's coherent and awake." Valka got up and approached Astrid, intending to ask about the gem although she already assumed the answer. But before she could, Astrid nodded in thanks and hastily knelt beside Hiccup's bed. He hadn't noticed her presence since he was focusing on numbing the pain. Astrid grabbed his hand and he opened his eyes, a certain light appearing in them when he saw her face. Valka brought over the chair and Astrid took a seat, all the while still holding Hiccup's hand.

"You came back. In once piece." Hiccup and Astrid both lightly chuckled and she absentmindedly held his hand tighter.

"Yea, I did."

"Did you… am I going to live?" Astrid took in a deep breath and let it out.

"No." She said matter-of-factly. Hiccup, who hadn't been squeezing her hand at all, suddenly gripped it tight. The action caused Astrid to tense a little.

"Don't leave me." He whispered. He didn't need time for this information to sink in since he prepared for this ending. He just accepted.

"Hiccup, I-"

"I want to die with you beside me."

"You're not going to die!" She blurted out, slightly raising her voice. Both Valka and Toothless took notice and heightened their senses.

"Astrid, please."

"There's another way." She calmly stated, relaxing herself.

"I don't understand." Hiccup raised an eyebrow. Astrid suddenly and without warning pulled out The Book of Dragons with her free hand. She placed it on the bed, close enough for Hiccup to see.

"He didn't take it."

"What?"

"I offered and he didn't take it. But-"

"Please don't tell me he proposed a counter offer."

"He did. And-"

"Astrid, whatever you do you can't take it."

"I have to!" She pleaded with sudden urgency. She felt a few salty tear forming in her eyes but she closed them and swallowed her remorse.

"Just let me die."

"No, you don't understand Hiccup, I have to." She put deathly emphasis on the last three words. A sudden, tense silence fell on the group as Astrid thought of a way to tell Hiccup what she had to say without him lashing out.

"What is it?" Valka piped up from behind.

"A treaty," Astrid revealed without looking at her. Hiccup turned his gaze from his mother back to Astrid. "Alvin proposed a treaty. He doesn't want the book he wants-"

"Berk." Hiccup finished.

"Yes. He wants Berk. If I sign the treaty and we seal it, we get Outcast Island and he gets Berk."

"I won't let you, I'm still chief." Hiccup coughed. Astrid loosened the grip on his hand ever so slightly.

"Do you really think Alvin is going to care? If I sign your name it won't matter. We get the gems, you get to live."

"And then Alvin uses us to conquer the world. I refuse to have a hand in that."

"We'll deal with the repercussions once you're healthy and alive."

"If you agree, you'll have to go back. I don't want you to leave again. You… Promised to be with me always… Till the sun burns out…till there's no beating heart... till the moon falls from the sky, and… till death do us part."

"Our wedding vows." Astrid realized broken-heartedly.

"You promised me."

"I know, but-"

"He got much worse when you went off." Valka cut her off. Astrid loosed her grip on Hiccup's hand more significantly this time but he grabbed it again and resorted the bond. Astrid bit down on her lip to keep from blubbering and she forced herself to speak again.

"I'll be right back with the gem and then… You'll be alive." She forced herself to smile.

"We can be together." Hiccup said dazedly.

"Yea," Astrid let a tear fall out. "That too."

Maybe this was the right thing to do. Even in his current state Hiccup was still conscious enough to make choices about his life and people. He was chief after all and protecting his own was first priority. Astrid was right, they do this now and deal with the consequences later. Maybe Hiccup might even be stronger than before and able to take Alvin on himself. He needed to be here to fight for his people.

But then again, by allowing Astrid to sign this and, Hiccup assumed, send off some poor soul to marry Alvin, he would be giving up. He wouldn't be fighting for his people, he'd be selling his people out. In fact, they would no longer be his people. And if they ever found a way to dissolve the treaty, Alvin would have an excuse to declare war, a war which he would be ready for given his access to Berk supplies and dragons.

Hiccup was more than conflicted. If these were choices a chief always had to make than maybe it was better if he did die. He was being awfully selfish by only having the will to live with Astrid by his side. But deep down he knew that it was true. He would have died by now if Astrid had left. So maybe a selfish move was needed. But he'd be ruining some poor Berk girl's life by sending her off to marry Alvin. He wasn't even sure that was the case but he assumed. Could he really live with all the guilt? Ruining someone else's life to save his own?

"Wait." Hiccup said, summing up all his feeling into one word.

"We can't wait much longer, Alvin will have a draft by tomorrow and-"

"Then you can stay with me tonight." Hiccup smiled at Astrid, an action that broke her heart.

"If you want me to."

"I always want you too. You're my reason to live, my someone to live for. It's selfish but-"

"Hiccup please don't say that. You… You have Toothless, your mother, and all those other people you rule over. They love you just the same and I know you care about them. Just because we're married it doesn't-"

"Marriage. Who… Who is it?" He blurted out, finally finding a way to phrase it.

"Excuse me?"

"Who are we sending to marry Alvin. I know how these things work." Astrid gulped. She knew he wasn't going to take this news very well. It could possibly kill him.

"If I have to, I'll offer myself." Valka said stepping forward. She would do anything, even marry that brute of a man, to save her son.

"No, Valka, it's not Alvin who's getting married. It's Alvin's adopted son."

"Adopted son?" Hiccup asked, confused.

"Yea, he had some stupid contest to see who in the village was the most fit to be his successor and he adopted the winner. It's this way more attractive looking version of Alvin, about our age, total jerk."

"Way more attractive?" Hiccup jokingly raised an eyebrow this time but Astrid didn't react. All she did was loosen the grip on his hand again, enough so it laid there limply.

"He's getting the bride."

"Then… You're telling me that… Ruffnut is getting married aren't you?" Hiccup closed his eyes and sighed. He knew of the girl's undesire to get married and how heartbreaking it must be for her. But he also knew of her determination to save him and he knew she would say yes in a heartbeat. Half a heartbeat actually. She was willing to risk her life going to Outcast Island to get the gem so of course she'd get married. Hiccup tightened his grip on Astrid's hand again. He would forever feel guilty about letting it happen but as long as he had Astrid…

"No." Astrid said firmly.

"Then… Who," Hiccup asked, confused. "Everyone else is far too young, not even of marrying age. And the older ones, they'd probably never be able to have more children which I know Alvin will want. So that only really leaves…" Throughout his whole thought process Astrid let more and more tears slip from her eyes. As Hiccup thought aloud he stared at the ceiling not even noticing. He hadn't even noticed that Astrid's hand had gradually slipped out of his to the point where only their two index fingers were loosely connected. It wasn't until the end of his train of thought that Hiccup had realized where this was going. Despite the fact that he had a fever his entire body froze. He looked over at Astrid and it was confirmed. She was heaving her chest slightly, right on the brink of sobbing. Hiccup realized again and his heart shattered into pieces. Frozen, broken, feverish, and dead, he tried to grab her hand but she violently jerked it away, severing the bond. He realized once more.

"Astrid?" He whispered, so quietly that it was almost a thought.

_I promise to be with you always-_

"I'm sorry."

_Till the sun burns out-_

"Please."

_Till there's no beating heart-_

"I'm so sorry."

_Till the moon falls from the sky-_

"Astrid, please."

_And-_

"I have to!"

_Till death do us part._

"No!"

The sun had set long ago and the honeymoon was over. Hiccup was dying and hearts were broken long before. But that didn't matter- none of it mattered. Astrid had to do this. She had to do it to save everything she ever loved. She had to do it to fulfill the promise she just broke now. But Hiccup didn't get it. He understood, yes, but he didn't understand why. Shock and disbelief filled him to the core as he felt hot tears begin to dribble out of his eyes. He started to burn up, to ignite. He felt his chest caving in on itself as he began to hyperventilate. This couldn't be happening, not now. He had to save Astrid and get her back. Just a small movement upward and he could grab her….

"Don't leave me!" Hiccup managed to get out with more force than he had intended. He was too caught up in his mission that he barely noticed Astrid had booked it to the threshold and Valka and Toothless were tending to him. He didn't care about any of that. He just had to get Astrid back. He tried to sit up forward again and yell but something prevented him from doing so. He coughed and then coughed again and coughed some more. Soon it all turned into a choke but he still tried. He found that he was pushing against a force and he couldn't get up with ease. But as long as he was alive he was going to fight for her because he promised.

All he heard was the incessant pounding of his heart in his ears reminding him that although the sun may have burned out and the moon fallen, it was still beating. He tried to shout for her but nothing came out; only heaving sobs and chokes made their way into the world. Tears clouded his vision and the fire consumed him. The burning flame lit his entire body but he didn't care. Just one more attempted to get out of this Gods-forsaken bed and he'd have her….

"You promised me!" He yelled with more clarity than ever before. Astrid merely watched the horror before her, Hiccup seizing, Valka and Toothless trying to stop him, but now she had had enough. She wanted to calmly explain why she was doing this but she never got the chance. Now, it was too late. She couldn't watch, she had to leave. Astrid swiftly turned away and ran out of the door but not before tripping over the threshold on her way out. She not so gracefully landed on the floor and found herself in a position similar to one of bowing down and pledging commitment. All of this was happening far too fast for her. She paused there for all of a second not able to bring herself back up. But she couldn't allow herself to break down and cry. Not here, not now. She just needed a second to breathe and to be sure. Slowly, she lifted up her head up and placed her hands out in front of her. She touched the solid wood and the wood touched back. This wasn't a dream or horrible nightmare. It was happening and it needed to happen now. She looked toward the front doorway and drowned out all noise from the outside room- Valka yelling at her to come back, Hiccup dying of a broken heart, Toothless cooing to try to calm him down. She looked ahead at the door and saw a slim pool of light bleeding through the cracks in the wood. A feeling inside her, deep down inside, seemed to kick her and propel her slightly forward. She leaned and arched her back, grabbing her stomach and forcing down the words she felt coming up.

Slowly, she rose to her feet with the help of some nearby furniture. She took one last look back at the room she came from- the room she's called home for the past year. She was surprised to find Valka standing where she was only a moment ago. The presence of the sun caused their two shadows to blend into one that filled the distance between them.

"Don't do this." Valka said almost pleadingly. Astrid didn't hear it, though. She just stared a while longer and apologized with her eyes. She turned away again and ran to the front door. She had her moment, now it's time. Not even stopping to breathe, she whipped open the door and all the light came pouring in. The wind blew through every crevice and all eyes turned on Astrid. Many people habitually turned their heads when they heard the door slam open. Eyes upon eyes, especially the eyes of the wedding witnesses, were on Astrid. Even the pleading eyes of a young, blonde Viking hastily making her way up the stairs looked up to face her. Astrid didn't care what anyone could hear from the inside or what anyone saw. Now, everyone would know.

"I, Astrid Haddock, officially declare myself…" She paused only for a moment to look up the to sky. The sun was still there and the shadow of the moon wasn't too far behind it. Her heart pounded in her chest in double time as she took in as much breath as she could. She held it in her and tried to savor it. Her last breath of Berk air. On the exhale, the word she suppressed finally escaped her lips.

"Divorced."

**Right in time for Valentine's Day, huh folks!? Sorry for any emotional pain I've inflicted, please don't hate me! Instead of doing that you can follow/fav/review and be on the lookout for the next few chapters! There's about 4 more left after this one but I promise it won't take me 4 months to post them. I'll split it in half and say I should hopefully be done in the next 2. Keep reading, I'm not going anywhere unlike someone in this story who will be going to the afterlife soon oops sorry hint hint wink wink.**


End file.
